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Much of the fun of informal entertaining is feeling 
rested enough to enjoy it and having a home so well 
furnished that you’re proud to have guests come in— 
for after all, who wants to be a household drudge 
when there are so many more pleasant things to do. 
Congoleum Gold Seal Rugs contribute both to the 
charm of the home and to the leisure of the housewife. 


Here is a floor-covering that is the easiest thing in 
the world to keep clean. A few whisks with a mop 
over its sleek, sanitary surface is all that is necessary. 
No dusty sweeping. No back-breaking scrubbing. 


You will like, too, the way a Congoleum Gold Seal 
Rug keeps its fresh, gay beauty throughout its long 
and useful life. In homes where lively children track 
in mud and sand, these waterproof, flat-lying rugs are 
a boon to busy mothers. And when you price them, in 
their wide variety of charming colors and designs, 
you'll find that genuine Congoleum Rugs are un- 
believably low in cost. 


There is just one more point to keep in mind 
when you make your selection. Anything as good as 
a Congoleum Gold Seal Rug is bound to have imita- 
tions. Be careful you get the genuine. Youcan always 
identify genuine Congoleum Gold Seal Rugs because 
the Gold Seal is pasted on the face of the rug—put 


there to protect you from inferior substitutes. 


CONGOLEUM-NAIRN INC., KEARNY, N. J. 


Also sole manufacturers of the famous stain-proof, spot- 
proof, easily-cleaned Sealex Linoleums (battleship, plain, 
embossed, inlaid, duotone Faspé and the new Veltones). 






This living room was photographed in the “Budget Home” of John Wanamaker, New York. The rug pattern is “Kashmira” No. 630 
—a Persian motif. In the Vale of Kashmir, natives weave this “tree of life” design into rugs combining these same rich colors. 
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Kit hasn't this Gold Seal, 
it isn't genuine, guaran- 
teed Congoleum. 


"AVALON"—At the left. 
Congoleum Rug No. 628. 
*SAVOY"—At the right. 
Congoleum Rug No. 634. 
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“Pink Tooth Brush '-1 really can't laugh that off! 


Ip ana tooth paste 





“TyINK”—on your tooth brush —seemingly inno- 
P isn't it? Yet "pink tooth brush" is an indi- 
cation of a gum condition which may cause you no 
end of trouble before you're finally through with it! 

It means that your gums are lazy, flabby, and be- 
coming more and more tender with every day. You've 
eaten soft foods ever since you ate anything at all. 
And your gums, lacking the exercise that is absolute- 
ly necessaty to their health, have gradually lost that 
vigorous hardness they had when you were a child. 
'That's why they tend to bleed—that's why you had 
better do something at once about this "pink tooth 
brush" business! 

If you don't, your teeth are going to look dull and 
grayish. But far more serious than the good-looks of 
your teeth is any one of a number of gum troubles 
that "pink tooth brush" makes you susceptible to. 
Gingivitis, for instance. Or Vincent's disease. And you 
wouldn't ever choose to have pyorrhea, would you? 
—though that’s far more rare. 

If you ignore "pink tooth brush", you may even 
be risking the soundness of good teeth through in- 
fection at the roots! 

To check "pink tooth brush" isn't complicated or 
expensive. All you have to do is to get a tube or two 
of Ipana Tooth Paste. Brush your teeth with it in the 
usual way. But each time, put a little extra Ipana on 
your brush or finger-tip, and lightly massage it into 
those inactive, touchy gums of yours. 

You'll like the way it makes your gums feel, and 
the way it brings back almost at once a nice sparkle 
to your teeth. Keep on using it—regularly— with mas- 
sage—and you won't be bothered for long with "pink 
tooth brush”! Ask your dentist about Ipana and mas- 
sage! He'll explain why it checks "pink tooth brush" 
so summarily ! 





BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. $-121 
73 West Street, New York, N. Y. 


Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH PASTE. Enclosed 
is a two-cent stamp to cover partly the cost of packing and mailing. 








ERTAINLY not! It would be pretty hard on 
the rest of us if that were the case, Just the 
same when I asked 100 attractive and unmarried 
young men to describe the girls they'd like to 
marry, I did get a surprise. 

94 of them agreed! 94 out of 100 said, “My 
ideal girl must look and be natural." 

Had you realized how much men admire nat- 
ural beauty? I hadn't before those interviews. 

By being natural they didn’t mean being plain. 
No man would like that. As one young news- 
paper reporter expressed it— she needn't be 
beautiful but she must look fresh and attrac- 
tive and alive." 

What 73 Doctors say about your skin 
Since fresh, natural charm is what men want, 
let’s give it to them! Let’s use a recipe for it that 
really has medical approval—Camay cleansing. 

Dermatologists, you know, are doctors who 


For the fresh NATURAL skin- men 
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DO 94 MEN 
want to Mary the same Girl? 


specialize in the care of the skin. They are the 
only real authorities on what complexions need 
for health and beauty. Here’s what they say: 
“Every normal complexion needs regular cleans- 
ing with water and a gentle soap.” 

73 of these famous specialists enthusiastically 
approve Camay as an ideally gentle soap for even 
the most delicate skins. Many of them preseribe 
Camay for the extra sensitive complexions of 
their own patients. 

No other soap has won such medical approval. 

Ou their advice aud mine—and also because 
of those 94 attractive young men — do try 
Camay. You'll find it the loveliest soap you 
ever used—a cake of creamy whiteness that 
lathers to fragrant, petal-soft suds, and leaves 
your skin fresh and glowing with that clear 
natural beauty men 
admire so much. [dolor e. 


admire 
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When I asked a handsome young doctor 
whether the girl he'd marry would have 
to be beautiful, he said," Beauty? When 
a girl is healthy and happy, and looks 


natural and unaffected, she is beautiful!” 


$1931, P. & G, Co 
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Christmas 


As bush ag becs, if not alto- 
gether ag tight as fairies, bib 
the Pichwichiang assemble 
onthe morning of the twenty- 
second dap of December, ... 
Christmas was close at band 
m all bis bluf and Deartn 
bonestp; it wag tbe season of 
bospitatitg, merriment, and 
oprn-brartedness; the nib 
pear was preparing, like an 
ancient philosopher, to call 
bis friends around bim, and 
amidst the sound of feasting 
anb reveltp to pass gentip 
anb catmip awan... . Bow 
manp oft recollections, and 
bow mann dormant sympa: 
thes, docs Christmas time 
awaken! 
— Pickwick Papers. 
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HER LOVELY, LOVELY FACE, OROWNED IN HIS KISSES, 

THE EYES, CLOSEO AND MEEK, THEN OPENED AND 

WONDERFULLY SHINING AND BRIGHT. SHE SEEMED 
TO HAVE CHANGED, THERE IN HIS ARMS 


HE speeches that followed the alumni banquet 

droned on and on, Old Mr. Cromwell, the president 

of the gas company at Indianapolis, was on his feet, 

and the sound of his own voice had enchanted him 
into his annual debauch of words. 

The older alumni listened with an amused patience. They 
had heard Mr. Cromwell at the alumni banquet for so many 
years that hearing him again had come to be part of the visit 
back to college for them. Thornton College was only forty 
miles from Indianapolis, and the old gentleman never missed 
a commencement, 

With sly smiles at one another the guests consulted 
watches, timed him, and whispered a little. Some of the 
older women looked at Mr. Cromwell with an expression 
of awe. 

John Moore, sitting in glory with the others at the senior 
table, caught that look on more faces than one, and it in- 
trigued him. He tried to understand just what it meant, A 
look of incredulous amusement on the face of a stout old 
lady not far away, the mother of seven boys that had 
graduated from Thornton, and the identical expression on 
the face of a woman member of the faculty who had prac- 
tically no personal experience of men. 

It was as though —as though all women knew all men were 
fools, but here in front of them was such a colossal ex- 
ample as to compel astonishment, and even, by its very 
proportions, awe. 

john sat up straighter, startled by his own penetration. 
He looked at the old man, booming away, and although John 
knew that all men were not like Mr. Cromwell, and knew 
that Mr. Cromwell was an able business man, yet the quality 
of his blindness and self-infatuation was so distinctly mascu- 
line that John wished, in a burst of sex loyalty, that the old 
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Ollree days before John Moore went overseas Ceeily Carr mar- 


ried him. 


He came home from the war to a son he had never 


seen anda wife he didn't know--a working wile whose career was 
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By MARGARET WEYMOUTH JACKSON 


man would sit down and quit making fools of them all, right 
here where the women could smile and stare like that. 

He wished for the termination of the banquet for other 
reasons. The student hall, where the alumni were gathered, 
was unbearably hot. Now and then, through the open win- 
dows, like the touch of a hand, came a vagrant cool breeze, 

Outside was Cecily Carr, but here were a thousand people, 
for Thornton had a compelling quality for its old graduates, 
who lived mostly in the state. There were men and women of 
all ages and all conditions. Prexy, at the head table, looked 
old and tired, unequal longer to the surging stream of youth 
that constantly buffeted against him. 

Around the senior table, with John, were his classmates 
and fraternity brothers, Norton Seely and Flag Thomas, 
among others. At the next table were the group that had 
graduated last year, fellows John knew and loved, especially 
Tom Ronder, who had been head of the Tau house John’s 
junior year, and beyond, in another class group, Cecily’s 
brother, Walter Carr. 

John’s instinctive dislike and distrust of Walter was, for 
the moment, checked by his interest in Cecily. Everyone 
was either flushed or pale from the heat and the confine- 
ment of the room and the grinding, unending sound of the 
human voice. 

But outside, it was June night, sweet and soft and flower 
scented. Outside, a pearling of dew lay on green grass, and 
the fortunate students who weren’t graduating were walking, 
hand in hand and arm in arm, under the clear, soft starlight. 
There would be a light on the porch of the Woman's Hall, for 
everyone had late leave tonight. Someone would be playing 
a piano in the Pi Phi house. Dates on the chapel steps, boats 
on the lake, a mandolin on a fraternity-house porch. And out 
there, in the June night, Cecily was waiting for him, and he 
was wild to go to her, 

He had a great deal to tell Cecily tonight, things he could 
keep in his own heart no longer. He might not see her again 
for weeks, after tonight. She lived in a small town down 
state. Lord knew, he thought, the color suddenly appearing 
in his cheeks, he might never see her again. In a day or so 
he would be an enlisted man. 

"And when this great nation unfurls the battle flag, then 
Thornton’s men reply to the bugle as they have ever 
done ——" 


He HEARD it. He could not 
be sure at first. It had seemed only a trick of his own senses, 
so faint and clear had been the sound discernible through the 
undulations of Mr. Cromwell’s voice. But now it came 
again through the open window, a whistle clear and sweet 
as a blackbird’s note, only much softer. But 
it picked up the cadences of his fraternity 
call and sounded it truly. Cecily! She was 
out there, with Jean, most likely, standing 
on the walk by the mimosa bushes, and 
whistling to him. 

It was their last night, and tomorrow 
they’d be starting home. He stirred rest- 
lessly, feeling his heart flooded with tender- 
ness for her. It did not seem strange to him 
atall, but entirely natural, that this little 
freshman girl whom he had not even seen 
ten months before should now be the most 
important person in his life. 

For the time, at least, everyone else had 
faded. His fraternity house had become 
only a place in which to eat and sleep, his 
roommate someone to avoid, or to get aid 
from in organizing parties to which John 
might invite Cecily. Mother and father, 
sisters and brother, all the people who had 
filled his twenty-two years full of affection 
and happiness, of adventure and satisfying 
human relationships, were now only shad- 
ows. He could scarcely remember what 
they looked like. His parents, this morning, 


had been lovely to Cecily, and his mother had seemed to 
understand what Cecily meant to him, had forgiven him 
for rushing off. They had gone back home in the after- 
noon, and left him free, and he appreciated it. 

The whistle teased him again, unbearably. He cast a help- 
less glance at Walter Carr and saw the older youth's eyes 
dancing with mischief. Walter had heard, and knew. Cecily's 
whistle. Walter looked at him with comprehension, and John 
wondered uneasily if anyone else had heard and understood. 
But Walter was quicker than most where it was a matter 
concerning a girl. John frowned a little thinking of how 
Walter had just missed being expelled from college, and from 
his fraternity, the year John was a freshman. The girl’s 
parents had taken her away and the thing had been hushed 
up. But to John it was inconceivable that a fellow like 
Walter could be blood brother to a girl like his own darling 
Cecily. 


Prexy, John saw with hope, 
was moving a little, getting ready to head off the stream of 
eloquence. Mr. Cromwell was always lengthy, but he did 
not always have a war to lend wings to words. Facing John, 
at the other end of the senior table, sat a man in uniform. 
There were others scattered over the room. 

In a few days. John, too, would be in soldier's clothes. He 
sat dreaming, thinking of the future with the high, expectant 
pulse of youth, seeing himself in battle, leading men against 
the Germans, with a confused picture of the Stars and Stripes 
fluttering over his head, with, in his veins, a passionate love 
of country that had been growing all these years, unseen and 
unfelt, and had now sprung to great life and beauty. 

Prexy was talking quietly after the storm of words. Class 
breakfasts were being announced. 

John saw a man,rise suddenly and leave his table and 
move to the doors, and he waited no longer but slipped 
from his place and went out through the speaker's door. 
He ran down the long flight of stairs that led to the campus 
as quietly as he could and burst out into the cool June night. 


HER FACE WET WITH 
TEARS, CECILY WATCHED 
THE MOVING TRAIN BEAR- 
ING AWAY HER SOLDIER- 

HUSBAND 
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It was like coming suddenly from hot sunshine into 
cool shaded water. He took the outer seven steps in 
two long strides and rounded the corner. At once he 
saw them, Cecily and Jean, by the mimosa bushes, in their 
white dresses, their arms around each other. Cecily’s face 
crinkled with laughter as it had a way of doing. John’s 
heart surged. She was sweet and small. A man could pick 
her up and carry her like a child. Yet she was not child, 
but woman, seductive, lovely. 

She wasn’t beautiful, he told himself, as though the fact 
increased his love for her. Her brown hair was heavy and 
fine. Her brown eyes were soft and large, a dove’s eyes. Her 
face was brown, too, and thin, with a good nose and wide, 
smiling lips. Her mouth and eyes were extraordinarily fine, 
but too large for the rest of her. But from the cloud of hair 
piled above her small face, to the little feet under her ankle- 
length white dress, she was feminine, supple, graceful with a 
sweetness and docility in her bearing that made her lovelier 
than more beautiful girls. 

He caught her hand and pressed it, and she said, laughing a 
little, “ Did you hear me whistling?” 

“Hear you?” he exclaimed. "I'd have heard you if guns 
had been booming.” Strange how his thoughts ran to battle. 
Jean, with her soft, foolish giggle, said: 

"You two go on. I'm waiting for Norton; going to meet 
him here." 

John hesitated. He had little patience with Jean, who was 
one of these silly, helpless girls, excessively fair and fem- 
inine, who always had a string of boys waiting on her. But 
though John was too much in love with Cecily to be sensible 
of Jean's charms, he had the common masculine anxiety 
about her and hated to leave her alone on the campus, at 
nine o'clock, within sight of the dormitory! 


Bur Cecily had no such com- 
punctions. She slipped her arm in John's and said, "See 
you later, Jean—don't fall down any wells!" 

They turned down along Science Hall, leaving Jean 
giggling behind them. There was a path there that led to 
Frat Row, a path overhung with great trees. It was as dark 
and cool as the inside of a well. Music rolled over them. The 
alumni singing the Thorn Blue. 

Cecily turned, natural and direct, and was at once in 
John's arms. Jobn stooped and touched her lips with his 
own, and at once there was a feeling like a burst of stars in 
his head. Souls and bodies melted and merged. In their 
kissing was that ecstasy that comes only once—in youth. 
Her lips under his were so sweet, his sense of newborn life 
and manhood so keen, that his hea:t swelled within him. 
For long moments they stood, wordless and lost. 

It was strange that he had never kissed her before. Since 
he had first seen her on the Freshman walk he had had dates 
with her constantly. There had been other dates for her at 
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SEEMED 4 CDWARDLY THING FDR 


HIM, A 
BRAVE THING FDR HER. BUT IF SHE WANTED IT —— 


MARRIAGE 


first, and he had been content. She was a freshie, had to find 
her way around. But gradually, and insistently, he had 
winnowed the others away, had come to be taken for 
granted by her and the rest. 

But it was Christmas before he really felt that she was his 
girl. It was late winter before they held hands on straw 
rides, or in a cab, coming home from a dance. It was spring 
before he dared put an arm around her. For all her docility. 
she was not one to allow liberties. A man had to go slowly 
and carefully with Cecily. Those were the much-vaunted “old 
days”’ before the war, when a kiss might mean everything. 

Certainly It meant everything now to John and Cecily 
both. It meant that they belonged to one another " forever.” 

"Cecily! Cecily!" he whispered at last, as though her 
name alone spoke volumes for him. They stirred and moved 
a few steps and stopped again, as silent and motionless as the 
old trees above them. 

It seemed to John that there was a soft light shining all 
around Cecily. He could see her face by its illumination, her 
lovely, lovely face, drowned in his kisses, the eyes, closed 
and meek, then opened and wonderfully shining and bright. 
She was changed. She seemed to have changed, there in his 
arms. Her mouth was squarer, fuller, her face imbued with 
tenderness and love, a woman's face. How long it took them 
to walk the little path under the trees, they never knew or 
cared. 

But at length, over their heads, the chapel clock boomed 
eleven, and John was startled. In half an hour Cecily must 
be in. Even on late nights, there was this limit. And he had 
so much to tell her! 

He took one arm from about her and fumbled at his 
shirt, and took from it the jeweled badge he had worn four 
years. He had to use both hands to loosen the safety 
clasp. But then it was in his hands, and he stooped, as 
she waited, and pinned it on her dress. Burdened with his 
love and unselfconscious, there in the dark, alone with her, 
John was on his knees, his arms encircling her, his face 
pressed against her. She stooped and kissed him and pulled 
him to his feet. 

“ John, darling—don’t be humble with me. I love you!” 

“Cecily, I'm going, next week, to enlist. I promised 
mother and father I’d wait until I graduated, but now I’m 
going. I’m not going to try for officers’ training camp. 
That’s too slow. I want to get overseas. Do you under- 
stand, Cecily? I'm not going to work to make a home for 
us now, but go into the Army.” 


oco 


Illustrated by Dan Dale 


"Of course you are,” she said softly. "Qf course. 

But we'll talk about that tomorrow morning. Now we 

have only a little time, and it’s all so new. Let's just 

keep this evening for ourselves, John, and let the future go. 

I’ve been in love with you all spring. I thought you weren’t 
going to find out in time.” 

" Find out?” he could laugh now. He was walking beside 
her, his arm around her waist. He could notice now the 
marvelous suppleness of her as she swayed in against him, 
notice that her head just came to his breast pocket, that her 
voice was husky with feeling. He was full of talk. He had a 
thousand things to say at once. 

“Tve been in love with you since the very first day I saw 
you.” he said. "You were standing before the music hall 
with some girls as 1 went by, and I knew you then. Since, it 
seems as though there hasn’t been anyone but you and I 
here, just the two of us. At dances it seemed we were all 
alone. But I wanted you to be sure. You're such a child, 
Cecily, such a darling baby.” : 

^]m nineteen, John. And I'm terribly old for my age. 
And I know it'll always be you. I’ve dated around, but I've 
never been in love before, and I'll never be in love again.” 


I DIDN’T want it to be just a 
college romance for us," he told her. “A campus affair. I’ve 
sat, nights, over my books and dreamed about you and 
planned how we'd be married, and how I'd work and take 
care of you and give you everything, and I wanted it to be 
as real to you as it was to me, Cecily.” 

“And now the war's come," she said with courage, but 
with a woman’s deeper, more tragic knowledge of what war 
meant. " But it only means putting things off a little, John, 
and we're both young. The war can't last long. When 
Germany sees how serious we are about it ——” 

“You'll be in college, next year, while I'm overseas,” he 
answered. He did not want the war to be too brief, although 
he was unaware of this wish. "I'll think of you here." 

"But I'm not coming back, John. I can't afford to. I had 
a letter from home today. I'm going to work John, and I'll 
be working while you're away. I'll save some money." She 
laughed tenderly. 

He simply could not imagine her working. He felt for the 
first time the real pinch of war. If he hadn't been going to 
enlist they could be married almost at once, and she 
wouldn't need to work. 

"Mother and father are going to California," she said. 
? His health is bad, and they're going right away. Dad gets 
a pension from the railroad; that will take care of them, with 
what they've saved, but it wouldn't send me to school. I'm 
not going with them. Don't look so worried, John. I'm 
going to Indianapolis. Walter and I will have a little flat 


(Continued on Page 42) 
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ing out a dozen cross- 

word puzzles—trying 

to find the right gift words to match the special friends’ 
and relatives’ names on your Christmas lists. Of course it is; 
especially considering the remarkable trick such lists have 
for lengthening, the longer you study them and the nearer 
you come to December twenty-fifth. 

Names you'd completely forgotten pop up out of nowhere 
as unexpectedly as the bad fairy at the christening party— 
and there you are, with nothing planned to meet them. Ora 
package arrives, well ahead of time—as packages do at this 
season—and it’s almost always a gift from someone you 
hadn’t thought would remember you. So there’s still an- 
other name for that fast-growing list; and you're pretty tired 
already, after haunting crowded shops aimlessly. 

Who hasn't been through it? It's why people who would 
otherwise love Christmas and its festivities don't. 
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This year, then, we thought we'd send the gayest and 
most varied bits of the shops we could find to you, here in the 
JOURNAL pages, photographed in natural color, too, so you 
can actually see the things just as they look in the shops, 
without having to depend on written descriptions. 

Wesuggest your taking the JOURNAL off to your own room, 
Shutting the door against interruptions and sitting down in 
the most comfortable chair you can find, with a good reading 
lamp pulled up cozily beside you, and a pad and pencil in 
your lap. And just making an exciting game of it. Armchair 
Shopping, you might call it, And if it isn't a game thousands 
of people all over the country have been longing to play for 
years, then we've guessed wrong. 

We've divided the gift suggestions into groups, as you'll 
see by glancing at the list on the opposite page. Gifts for 
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mother and sister; gifts for 
father and brother; and 
gifts for children. 

Do you want to give a present for somebody's house? 
We've brought you lamps, furniture, a hooked rug, a waste- 
basket, gay boxes for her closet, gifts for her dressing table 
and her desk. Isn't there a young bride on your list who 
would love the blue lounging pajamas or the lovely coral 
velvet negligee? Or the charming orchid towels and mat for 
her new bathroom? And the woman who travels a good deal? 
What about the green fitted dressing case, or the lizard- 
covered hat box? And the sports things? 

There are sports suggestions for fathers, brothers and 
husbands, too—both indoor and outdoor sports, of course. 
Smoking accessories, games, sweater and sock sets in the 
new, smart winter colors. Towels for his bathroom, too, in a 
ship design that will make him homesick for past summers. 

Or—we'll let you shop by yourself. Merry Christmas! 
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FOR MOTHER AND 
SISTER 
{On Opposite Page} 


Striped aweater; reversible 

knitted woolen and chamois 

jacket with nickel huttons; 

golf jacket of chamois with 

green knitted woolen sleeves 

andrihbed waisthand. From 
Peck & Peck. 


Two closet hoxes for hats 
and lingerie, decorated with 
a French print on their cov- 
ers; hat stands; traveling 
set of three quilted enve- 
lopes; set of scissors in a 
leather caae; two boudoir 
lamps; striped “carry-all” 
bag; tole wastebasket. 
From R. H. Macy & Co, 


Leather hottle case contain- 
ing five hottles; leather desk 
set. From Mark Cross Co. 


Bottle case containing two 

bottles; set of three small 

leather books in stand for 

phone, addressesandengage- 

ments, From Ahercrombie 
& Fitch Co. 


Traveling ironinleather case 

with cord. From Ham- 

macher Scblemmes & Con 
nc. 


Week-end case with glass 
and enamel fittinge; lizard- 
covered hat box fitted with 
a tray. Both have Yale 
locks From K. Kaufmann 
& Company. 
"Transparent velvet negligee, 
trimmed with head embroid- 
ery; lounging pajamas with 
lace vest. From Macksoud 
ros, & Co. 


Two umbrellas, From Foll- 
mer Clogg & Co. 


Batb towel, mat and wash 
eloth in “Sparta” design. 
From Cannon Mills, Ine 


Maple armchair covered in 
a reproduction of an old 
coverlet; reproduction hut- 
terfly tahle of maple. From 
. & J. Sloan 
Hooked rug. From Jas. Mc- 
Cutebeon & Co. 


{At bottom, left, of this page} 


Six glase bracelete. From 
Little Shop of Azeez. 
Twelve flower candlesticks, 

six china-dog pl. 

bolders; dressing-table set 

of two glass hottles and pow- 

der jar. From Marshall 
Field & Co., Wholesale. 


Rose Pyralin dressing-tahle 
set. From Saks Fifth Avenue. 


Bridge set of teapot. creamer 

and sugar bowl on a trav 

and four plates, cups and 

saucers (one onl 

here) vanity 

enamel, hlack and gold cor- 
nere. From Ovington's. 


Unhreakable cup and saucer 
and matching plate. From 
Beetleware Corporation. 


Bracelet of yachting-flag de- 
i namel vanity case 
ining a tiny square 
wateh. From Abercrombie 
& Fitch Co. 
Three "Fortune" tea boxes. 
From Charles & Co. 


FOR FATHER AND 
BROTHER 


(At right and top right} 


The "Whistling Cowboy," 
earved wooden ligure; silver. 
knight cigarette lighter; 
black-and.red comhined 
cigarette and card box, cop- 
per lined; skis and shi poles; 
leather golf bag and set of 
cluhs; ski set of flannel shirt, 
with matching knitted cap, 
mittens and socks; green 
silk pajamas; terry-cloth 
wrapper; flannel bathrohe; 
yellow loosely knitted 
sweater, matching golf socks; 
rust-colored angora sweater, 
with matching golf socks; 
similar set in bluc. From 
Ahercromhie & Fitch Co. 


Three knitted woolen neck- 
ties. From Peck & Peck. 


Giraffe pencil bolder, its 
neck a spring; pipe holder 
with colored cleaners. From 
Ovington’s. 
Folding leatber 
red leather c: p 
traveling kit with fi 
losed with slide 
cather box contain- 
ing six packs of cards. From 
Mark Cross Co. 
Carafe set with matching 
tray. From Hammacher 
Schlemmer & Co., Ine. 
Indian drum. From Expo- 
aition of Indian Tribal Arts. 


Towel and hath mat set. 
"Fleet" design. From Mar- 
tex Mills. 

Mexican glass bottles with 

sealing-wax tops. From 


H. Macy & Co. 
{Continued on Page 138) 
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Why be Discouraged? 


AM nineteen. It may be startling to some to read of a 
girl so young being the mother of three children and 
married almost five years. 

But I know there ate many very young wives and 
mothers and I haven’t a doubt that many of them feel as I 
have felt about love, marriage and life! I wonder If I could 
possibly help them by telling them what I have so far dis- 
covered. For I have just begun to reallze how really beautiful 
life is, how sacred and wonderful marriage can be. 

I'll admit I have, at times, been terribly discouraged and 
heartsick. I have, too, sincerely regretted my act of becom- 
ing married while only a child to a man nearly twice my own 
age—not that he hasn't been good to me! 

I have felt that life has cheated me. At times my rebellious 
spirit has risen up ready for most anything but the everlast- 
ing grind, terror and bewilderment that have been my, life. 

Every young girl—many older than I—must feel that way 
at times and seek a solution of their troubles, as I have 
myself. Many of us, I know, think of divorce. It seems 
rather terrible, doesn’t 1t? Although I call myself modern in 
many ways, that word “ Divorce” seems ter- 
rible to me. To me it spells “disaster,” “ mis- 
ery” and mostly “failure.” 

I have decided, recently, that it 1s not life 
cheating me— I am cheating tnyself. 

Why should we be discouraged? There are 
so many happy things to look forward to. 
Our babies, that we love so dearly. Useful 
things that we tnay do. Making our hus- 
bands and homes happy. If we think they 
do not love us we'll be so good they'll just 
have to love us! And if we do not love 
them—ah, but we do! 

No one teally needs to be unhappy, I've 
found. 

To all good women, love and marriage and 
children are still the only thing. To make a 
2^ success of all of them is, after all, the most 
glorious and satisfied success anyone could 
have. —MRs. E. F. L. 


he Cost ofa Son 


(Queer said the doc- 
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tor. "It's a boy." 
“Thank you," said I. 

After the usual flood of congratulations, 
the first, or more strictly speaking the fourth, 
warm glow of proud parenthood is 
past, the bills have begun to come 
in, and I pause to take stock. 

1 find added to my inventory a 
fine, fat, homely boy, weight eight 
pounds, cost twenty-five dollars a 
pound. Rather an expensive mor- 
sel of humanity. Worth it, ofcourse. 
But for all that, financially a liability 
rather than an asset for twenty years 
to come. 

As I look at the expenses I have 
assumed for the years ahead I am a 
little dismayed at my temerity, until 
I happen to remember that an au- 
thority on poverty and population 
problems maintains that for people 
in the lower income groups a large 
family is the cheapest form of old- 
ageinsurance. If this is true my ex- 
penditures, even for my 
fourth child, may be in the 
nature of an investment 
after all. In most insurance 
policies and annuities there 
is a stated cash value which 


I LIKE THE 
CHURCHES 
WHERE YOU 
CAN DUCK IN 
WHENEVER 
YOU'VE A MIND 
TO COMMUNE 
WITH oop 
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"FT HE happiest women and the happiest 
countries leavc no history," a reader 
wrote us a few months ago. 

“Birth, and death, and love, and hun- 
ger—thesc arc thc facts of lifc''—said 
Channing Pollock last month. : 

lt is not grcat national events alone 
that makc a nation grcat. Of even greater 
importance are the thoughts, the hopes, 
the aspirations of that nation's pcople— 
fathers and mothers who sce no glory for 
themsclves in the daily grind of work, but 
labor on happily that their sons and 
daughtcrs may have bettcr things in life 
than thcy themsclvcs have had. 

On these pages, and on similar pages in 
coming months, we are publishing thc real 
stories of some of thcsc anonymous people, 
as they conie to us in the day's mail— their 
idcas for bctter living conditions, for 
grcatcr human happiness, for appreciation 
of tenderness and loyalty and self-sacrifice. 
Such stories as these are the real voice of 
America. —L. A. S. 
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AS I LOOK AT THE EX- 
PENSES I HAVE ASSUMED 
1AM A LITTLE DISMAYED 
AT MY TEMERITY 


he Days Mail 


A New Department in Which Journal Readers Discuss Marriage~ 
The Cost of Parenthood-T he Open Church- Adoption 


Mlustrated hy Alice Harvey 


the policy acquires after a period of years. How much is 
this new unit of my old-age insurance going to cost? How 
much will it be worth at the end of twenty years when I 
ought to be about through paying my premiums onit? Let's 
see what items we ought to include: 


Acquisition cost ofaboy . . . .. . ee ee . $$ 200.00 
Food—365 days per year for 21 year's at 40c per day 3,066.00 
Clothing—21 years at $60 per year. . . . . . . . 1,260.00 


(This is an average. It will be more when he starts step- 
ping out with the girls, less when he’s helping to wear out 

1s older brother’s sweaters and underwear, There will be 
little or no carry-over on shoes and trousers after the first 
two years.) 

Shelter—an extra room at $100 per year. . . . . . 
(In my case this will apply only after he gets old enough 
to object to rooming with his older brother. Up to that 
time he is simply giving me some economies of large- 
scale production) 

Doctor and dentist —21 yearsat$50ayear . . . . 
(This amount 18 uncertain, but, including vaccination, 
inoculation, medication, appendectomy, tonsilectomy, 
measles, mumps, whooping cougt , thicken pox, coughs, 
colds and flu, dentistry and orthodentistry, and all the 
rest, $50 a year is a conservative estimate and 1t may 
tun much higher. There are no reductions for quantity 
production here.) 


Personal expense 
(This is another item that is hard to estimate. Haircuts 
alone at $6 a year for twenty years— we're not figuring on 
any until he is a year old— would be $120. Membership 
in the Y. M. C. A and Boy Scouts, vacation expense of 
one sort and another, toys, books, a red wagon, and later 
on gas arid oil and wear arid tear on the family car, some- 
thing for movies and baseball games and a few music les- 
sons, dancing lessons and other frills will run this item up 
as far as you like.) 


Education— public schools— 12 years at $100 a year. 
College—4 years at $300 a year. . . . . . . 2,400.00 


Putting theseitemsalltogetherwegetatotalof . . $11,326.00 


2,100.00 


1,050.00 


1,250.00 


This makes no provision for invest- 
ment in permanent equipment like a 
camera, a suitcase, a trunk, musical in- 
struments, stamp collections, books 
and sporting goods, of which every boy 
wants to accumulate his share. Figuring 
evetything in, there is no question but 
that by the titne he is twenty-one years 
old my new son will represent an invest- 
ment of at least $11,500, and 1f I give 
him a car on hls twenty-first birthday I 
= can easily run the cost up to an even 








$12,000. Or allowing for savings from large-scale produc- 
tion, from my family of four, in shelter, in clothing perhaps, 
in occasional schoolbooks passed down from one to another 
of from $1200 to $1500, the least he will cost me is $10,000. 

If I bring up my family of four children as I hope to do 
and give them a reasonably good education, it looks to me 
as though they would represent an investment of about 
$40,000. Will it be a profitable one? I wonder. Like every 
other investment there is an element of risk involved. But 
my wife, like all mothers, would rather speculate on her own 
flesh and blood than on any of the favorites of the stock 
market. Like all mothers, she maintains that investing 
money in her boys and girls isn't speculation at all, but a 
sure thing. I hope she’s right. 

Let’s see, $10,000 Invested at 10 per cent should pay $1000 
a year over and above all expenses. Will my boys and girls 
when they have finished college be able to earn $1000 a year 
over and above their living costs? Probably not for the first 
few years, but if they care to pay me $1000 a year apiece by 
the time I am ready to retire I will be able to live pretty well 
in my old age, Even lf they only pan out as a 5 per cent 
investment, $2000 a year will buy plenty of bread and but- 
ter for me and the old lady in our declining years. 

Of course, If I can save an additional $40,000 of my own I 
won’t need to draw on this little investment in my children, 
but if I can’t there is some degree of security awaiting me. 
Besides, just think of all the fun, to say nothing of the free 
advertising in these days of small families, that the proud 
father of four can have along the way. —H. F. B. 


Selling the Church 


it may be that the demand for comfort and a place in our 

Protestant churches is an acknowledgment that other things 

are lacking. —From The Church Pew, by Mary Roberts Rinchari 
in the June Ladies! Home Journal. 


HERE'S a phrase tnuch used in mercantile parlance— 
| “selling a bill of goods.” It means making a customer. 
In my humble opinion, many churches should learn 

how to “sell a bill of goods.” 

Every church has something to sell—each particular some- 
thing with a special appeal to some particular group. Do 
empty churches throughout the country mean these various 
somethings ate not properly sold? 

I think all will agree that more Catholics. 
proportionately speaking, go to church than 
members of any other denomination. It seems 
strange to me that those interested in 


(Continued on Page 117) 
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An UL ABl Allice 


"( ARGANIZED crime is always the result of 
an unholy alliance between the political 
powers and the criminals. 

“Itis a question whether the criminals employ 
the officials or the officials employ the criminals. 

“You can always know absolutely that you 
are living in a corrupt community if slot ma- 
chines are permitted, if violations of the Pro- 
hibition Act are open, and if gambling places 
and vice resorts are notorious. 

“The decent citizens in any community are 
in the majority, if only they can be aroused. 

“The income-tax laws are a backhanded 
method of getting at gangsters to punish them 
for crimes which primarily are within the juris- 
diction of the state and county officers. 

“It makes little difference in my mind for 
what particular crime they are jailed, just so 
long as they are jailed. 

“The law as it stands is everywhere more 
powerful than crime can ever hope to be. But 
the law can never be more powerful than the 
citizens, by their votes, will it to be.” 


Olótes Will M nd Gang IRIE 


An Interview With George £. Q. Johnson 


United States Attorney, Northern District of Illinois 


By SAMUEL CROWTHER 


RIME follows the path of least resistance. If a 
community is interested in other things more 
than in keeping out crime, then crime will flourish. 
The law can punish only criminals. For every crim- 

inal that is sentenced, two more will spring up unless also 
steps are taken to cure the conditions out of which crime 
springs. 

There is nothing very mysterious about crime, and, al- 
though organized crime can become very powerful, it takes 
only a prick to destroy the balloon. 

But that prick has to be given by the citizens. The law, if 
it be supported, can destroy organized crime and make law- 
breaking furtive. Furtive crime is not important. It is only 
open crime that matters. 

Crime as a business has only a single purpose—the gaining 
of easy money. The crimes of passion, degeneracy and venge- 
ance come within the ordinary police routine and, although 
they provide sensational stories, the leading figures are 
seldom seasoned criminals. 

The same is true of embezzlement and, although pay-roll, 
bank and other robberies cost a great deal of money each 
year, they do not present of themselves any new problems. 

The technic of criminals is not ahead of available detection 
methods. It only seems to be so, because in many of the 
rural communities the sheriff’s job is largely political and 
modern police methods have not been adopted. This is also 
true in those cities where the police are under a corrupt 
political control and have neither time nor inclination to 
track down clever criminals. Oniy organized crime today 
presents any new problems, and the chief problem is not to 
catch and punish the criminals but to revoke 
their privilege to commit crime. For 
organized crime is always the result of an 
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unholy alliance between the political powers and the 
criminals. 

It is a nice question whether the criminals employ the 
officials or the officials employ the criminals. Organized evil 
can wait, and it reappears as soon as public interest wanes. 

Organized crime is a business. Its chief revenues come 
from four sources— violation of the national Prohibition 
Act, trade racketeering, gambling and vice. 


Gangsters and Gorillas 


HE instrument through which organized crime operates 

is the gang. The gang is a business organization built 
around a leader who has sufficient personal force to keep his 
people in hand, and who has satisfactory connections with 
whatever public officers may be necessary to permit him to 
go about his business unmolested. 

The gang itself is a motley group recruited from our 
colleges of crime—the penitentiaries. Since gangs liveoutside 
the law, they make their own laws and enforce them by 
gunmen or gorillas. 

The leading spirits of a gang are rarely, if ever, involved in 
the actual commission of offenses. They leave all this work 
to the gorillas. These are men of the lowest known type who 
slug or kill without compunction —provided they can do so 
without danger. A gangster will never engage in any killing 


9 


enterprise where there is the slightest danger that his 
intended victim can fight back. 

'There is nothing of romance or chivalry about gangs, and 
from my contact with them I am quite unable to understand 
the type of mind that can represent them as other than they 
are. They are jailbirds who eventually get killed or go 
back to jail. 

They are held together solely by money and they can exist 
only so long as they can earn enough money to make it 
worth the while of public officials to protect them. 

If you cut off the revenue of a gang it breaks up at once, 
for then the only tie that binds is gone. Crooked law- 
enforcement officers will not accept promises to pay in return 
for immunity. They must have cash. There is no loyalty 
whatsoever among gang members. 


he Power of Money 


Les five years, some three hundred gang murders 
have been committed without anyone being punished, 
and every one of these murders that I have had occasion to 
investigate was due to violating what might be called the 
business ethics of the gang and had to do with money. 
When the public officials coóperate a gang's gross revenues 
are large, but they quickly drop when protection becomes 
less secure, This is 
strikingly shown in 
the receipts of one 
mob whose books I L 
had audited. In a 
1925, the receipts of 
this gang ran about 
a million and three- 
quarters, but in the 
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next year, when f; 
Mayor Dever took CRIME j T 
office and put his ^ > 
power behind the 4 i : pus 
law, the receipts — Jie ~ 
dropped by half. F à 

When the policy 
of the city changed 


and became what is 
humorously called 
liberal, the income 
of the syndicate at 
once rose to its old 
figure. 

In the trial of 
Ralph Capone we 
proved an income 
of nearly two mil- 
lion dollars, and in 
the trial of Jack 
Guzick we proved 
more than a million 
dollars. These are 
large sums and it is 
this money that 
makes the suppres- 
sion of organized 
crime difficult. For 
a large proportion — 
possibly more than 
one-half—of the 
money passes on to 
corrupt all the 
agencies of law en- 
forcement, from 
the lowest to the 
highest, and by 
large political 
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HE thin curved walrus tusk of the 

new moon hung low above the jumbled 

wrack of the ice fields. A dead, with- 

ered light over the dead tip of the 
world. Only the shadows crept, lengthening 
on and on. Soon again would be nothing but 
bleached gray-white, and space upon space of silent dark 
filled only with the tremor of stars. It was the great Polar 
Night. 

The low rounded tops of the Eskimo snow huts shrank 
behind the windbreak of the ice hummocks by the shore . . . 
the dull yellow of their ice windows smudging the night. 
Life !—pressed almost out of sight by the weight of the silence 
and the dark. Huddling close with its fire and its food. 

Only the two windows of the Singing House—the big snow 
hut which rose above the others—were a bright splash. 
Through the Long Night the people of the Spotted Seal 
Channel gathered before every sleep for pounding of drums 
and shouting of songs. Huddling together, always together— 
fearful of being alone. Shielding the heart against the night, 
even as warm furs shield the body against the cold. 

The Singing House was packed now, but there was no 
sound. An old hunter had come home from a long journey 
to the Loon River. And he had brought a new tale. 

Rows of brown faces leaned forward, silent, to his words. 
Broad, flat Eskimo faces, bleached grayish by long darkness, 
with high cheek bones and small eyes deep-set against the 
cold. Thick, short-legged men with great shoulders and 
knotted wrists from much paddling in the kayaks and 
cracking of great dog whips. Women with smoke- 
darkened faces half hidden by their loose-hanging p^ 
hair, babies slung in fur hoods on their backs. í 

The voice of the old story-teller was not 
loud—they leaned close and silenced their 
breathing to hear him. They had forgotten 
that the cooking pots had already boiled 
overlong; that outside, the barking of the 
empty-bellied dogs cracked the silence 
of the long Arctic night. 
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The many lamps ] 
which hung on the snowpost in the | 
center of the hut fluttered and hissed 
as the blubber grew low in the bowls, 
unheeded. On the curving snow 
walls drops of moisture gathered lH 
in the warmth and trickled down, 1 
leaving shining trails. . . . lu 

The moon had long walked beyond 
the edge of the world when they left 
the Singing House, crawling out one 
by one through the low entrance tun- 
nel. A many-tongued clatter of words 
burst into the flat, unechoing silence. 
Egarleh! It had been a great tale to 
shorten the dark between sleeps! Such a 
tale as they had never heard before, of a 
longgak, a spirit, of the white men, who came 
from his great igloo under the north star, his sled 
loaded with gifts. Tonggaks they knew in 
plenty . . . invisible, but real as the companions 


"SPEAK WORDS TO THE TONGGAK SANTA WHEN HE 
COMES, THAT HE SHOULD LEAVE A LITTLE LAUGH- 
TER FOR MY PEOPLE," SAID THE ANGOKOK 





onggak Nanta 


By DAGVAR 
Mlustrated by Gertrude A. Kay 


who walked beside them in the flesh. Each rock on the hill- 
side, each seal that came to the ice hole, had its own spirit — 
even the very knives within their belts. But a spirit who 
brought gifts! And wherever he went there was laughter. 
It was beyond belief, this Tonggak Santa! 

As they trod the paths their eyes turned to the square hut 
of stone against the hill beyond the village, buried under 
the deep drifts—the hut where the White Man lived who 
had come among them at the last summer hunting, gather- 
ing herbs and leaves and bits of stone. He would be all right 
now, they said. It had troubled them that he sat alone and 











spoke little since the Long Dark. But now the 
Tonggak Santa would come, and he would 
laugh again. 

Ay, it had been a great tale! But before they 
reached the igloos their eyes turned, as they 
always turned, to the great cache of blubber 
on the ice cliff toward the sea, and their tongues began to 
clatter of other things. 

Soon after the Long Dark was half-old would come the 
great feast to Sedna, Mother of the Sea, when they would 
eat till the empty were filled and the lean were fattened! 
The time of marriages, when young hands would be joined 
over new-lit lamps. Since the beginning of the Long Night 
there had been much eye-speaking among “those who go 
alone," the unmarried ones. The songs of the young "har- 
poon arms” had been more boastful of their strength and 
their deeds; the fingers of the “needle hands” had been busy 
with their Sedna dresses and their dowry of hunter's gar- 
ments, stitched with embroidery of dyed sinew, and beads. 


Srircuen, too, with dreams, 
twisted with the sinew in and out—bright as the flowers on 
the sunny slope of an inland hill in spring. Dreams of new 
igloos and of soft, warm little bodies slung in fur hoods 
between glad shoulders . . . to be rocked across tireless 
ankles when hands were busy. 

Life is wise which busies itself so through the long 
empty sleeps of the Great Night. Wise with the un- 
conscious wisdom of those who have gone before— 
who survived. 

The deep-trodden paths parted the furred fig- 
ures into groups. Ice blocks were shoved aside 
from entrance tunnels and steaming puffs 
of warm air burst out, thick with thestrong 
smell of boiling seal meat. The igloos 

swallowed up the noise. 

The White Man sat motionless by his 
table, indifferently turning the pages 
of the open book before him, now and 

then staring for a long time at the 
window. The table was two cases of 
milk set on end a space apart, with 

the cover of a packing box laid be- 
tween; the window, a piece of dried 
white sealskin chinked into the 
stones with moss. A neglected stub- 
bleofblond beard covered his cheeks, 
glinting bronze in the light. The Es- 
kimos wondered at it, as they won- 
dered at everything else about him— 

fi at his height, half a head above their 
H own; at his strangely colored eyes; at 
his skin bleached, too, by the Long 
Dark—but not grayish, rather to the 
color of new moss that has grown under a 
stone. There was a scraping in the passage- 
way, and a gust of cold air swept across the 

; floor like the swirl of icy waters. A moment 

"n later the skin curtain of the low doorway was 

shoved aside anda thin, wizened little man crawled 

in and stood up—small even in the shaggy bulk of 

his furs. The Angokok, the aged chief medicine man. 

The White Man did not turn his head. The Angokok stood 

a moment by the door, looking expectantly toward him; the 

fur fringe of the old man's hood drooped over his face, half 
hiding it. "I have words to speak,” he said at last. 
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“T do not want to talk,” returned the White Man shortly. 

The Angokok looked at him, and after a moment sat down 
on the fur-covered floor beside the lamp—the big semicircle 
of hollowed stone filled with melted blubber and set with 
wicks of twisted moss, which is light, and heat, and hearth. 
He took off his mittens, pushed back his hood from his long 
hair rimed with the frost of many winters, and let his eyes 
wander unhurriedly about the room. Little eyes, deep-set in 
a face brown and wrinkled as the skin of a withered ground- 
nut—keen eyes, sharpened by many years of need to see 
what missed the eyes of others. 

Itwas not the first time the White Man had spoken shortly 
to him of late, but he gave it no notice—he was his friend 
and he knew his heart. Many hours they had spent together 
gathering the leaves and grasses in the specimen cases along 
the walls, the Angokok sharing freely his knowledge of their 
properties and uses, while the White Man wrote with his 
short black stick. Though he often seemed most pleased with 
an herb which the Angokok had told him was no use at 
al... Many times the White Man had given him coffee 
in the large white cup painted with flowers and bright-winged 
things which seemed just blown against it by the wind . . . 
or had given him lumps of sugar to suck. 


Axp when Seorak was shaking 
with fever and an evil spirit was chewing the liver of Rikuk's 
wife, the White Man had given him charms for their healing; 
and—at such friendship the Angokok wondered—had asked 
him to tell no one. Not even when men spoke aloud praise 
of the Angokok’s skill. 

The old man looked again at the White Man's back, suck- 
ing his cheeks back and forth between his toothless gums. 
Looked at the book, at the letters scattered about. Old let- 
ters; no one had been to the trading post, where the ships 
came, for many turns of the moon. The autumn had been 
stormy and the sea slow to freeze, and there had been no 
traveling. 

After a time he shook his head gravely at the silence. “It 
is not well that you sit alone in the Long Dark, speaking to 
no one," 

“T have told you that I do not want to talk.” 

“But I am your friend. And my liver aches for you.” 

The White Man shrugged as if to throw aside words that 
he had heard before and turned farther away, rustling the 
pages at random. Almost he was sorry he had won the old 
man's friendship. It was to escape being doctor to the whole 
village that he had tried to pass on the credit for his medi- 
cines; but the Angokok insisted on being grateful. True, the 
old witch-doctor had been of great use in the scientific work 
last summer, and would be again when spring came. He had 
even been amusing at first, but he was getting unbearably 
boresome. Yet it was hard to be very harsh to his simple 
old friendliness. 

“Tt is well,” the Angokok went on after a pause, leaning 
forward, ‘‘it is well that the Tonggak Santa comes soon!” 

"Who?" The White Man was startled out of his in- 
difference. 

“T have heard the tale of your Tonggak Santa." In the 
old voice was the pleased pride of knowing. “The tonggak 
who brings laughter." 

“Santa Claus?" The White Man turned around, his 
face relaxing into an unwilling smile. “Tonggak Santa! 
Where did you hear thai?” 






FROM THE BLOWING!” 


"I DO NOT WANT GIFTS. ONLY—THE TONGGAK SANTA 
IS KIND—ONLY LET HIM BRING NELUK AGAIN SAFE 
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“YOU ARE COLD, TONG- 
GAK SANTA— COME | 
DOWN AND TAKE OFF | 
YOUR MITTENS. YOUR 
DOGS NEED REST. 

HERE IS FIRE!” 


The Angokok chuckled— | 
a thin, reedy sound; but | 
there was reproach in his 
words. To him, the friend 
of a white man, such a tale 
must come from others. 
The old hunter in the Sing- 
ing House had been told it 
by Nannook of the Loon 
River people, and he had 
it from Kittelkut, who heard 
it from a hunter who had 
himself been to the Wolf's 
Nose, the point where the 
whaling ships stopped and 
the white men came. 

“Tt must be a great tale— 
by this time,” said the 
White Man. He took his 
tobacco pouch from his 
shirt and began slowly to 
fill his pipe, a twinkle com- 
ing in his eyes. This prom- 
ised to be interesting. 

“Ay,” the Angokok nod- 
ded gravely. "My shoul- 
ders are heavy with many 
winters, and many tonggaks 
I know—ionggaks above 
the ground and longgaks 
below the ground —and the 
words to get their hearing. 
Yet never have I heard of a 
longgak such as this!" 


Ir TOOK no 
more than a willingness to 
listen to start him talking. 
As Santa Claus turned into 
the Tonggak Santa and in- 
vaded the room, the White 
Man's smile became a 
chuckle—and the chuckle, 
bursts of uproarious laugh- 
ter—at the tale itself, but 
more at the awestruck won- 
der which the telling wrote 
on the old man’s face. 

And the Angokok, all the 
while he talked, searched 
the White Man’s face with his keen little eyes, puzzled at 
his amusement. 

“|, . Over all the land of the white men the Tonggak 
Santa travels, where people are thicker than flies on the fish 
racks in spring!" . . . Before every igloo he stopped his 

sled—in one night. Though the nights there were 
never more than one sleep long. Through the 
smoke hole of the igloos he climbed, and left his 
gifts beside the lamp. He knew the thoughts of 
everyone asleep on the sleeping bench—and for 
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“For 
the married ones, and those who go alone . . . the old men 
of many winters—and those who sit yet in their mothers' 
feda a. 4” 

He told of the great drum dance and the feasting of many 
days, when for one time the white men were not like dogs in 
their eating, who stopped when they had enough; for one 
time they ate like men and never put on their mittens until 
everything was gone. More he told, and more. And always 
the White Man laughed louder. But the Angokok’s eyes 
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everyone he left that which brought laughter. . . . 






N A CERTAIN 

household there is a 

silver flower with a 

bold blue heart that 
gets put away with spe- 
cial care every Christ- 
mas. The other tree 
ornaments may be 
wrapped in clean news- 
papers, but the silver 
flower always gets the 
white tissue paper. It 
has the place of honor 
on the tree, too, the tip- 
top place. It’s so gay, 
so cool, so sparkling. 
There's an audacity 
about it, as if it were 
saying, “ You wouldn't 
expect to see me up 
here, would you?" It 
gets closer to the ceiling 
each year because the 
children always buy the 
tallest tree they can 
find. 

One of these children 
bought the flower when 
he was very young, and 
I am sure when he is 
very old the flower will 
still be blooming on a 
Christmas tree. Some- 
where. It's that kind of 
deccration, sturdy with a stout wire stem, 
made for long service. It has a future. 

It so happened on a certain Christmas 
that the mother of this particular family 
gave life up for a bad job. Things were not 
right in her private world. Plunged so deep 
was she in her own grief that Christmas 
scarcely touched the surface of her consciousness. The chil- 
dren went gallantly ahead, writing letters to Santa Claus 
and sniffing around in buffet drawers and on closet shelves 
and even in the little room under the eaves. But there were 
no strange packages, no jolly baking bees in the kitchen. no 
tree to trim. Christmas, for some reason, was not material- 
izing at home. Something needed to be done. 

A week before the great day the oldest of these four chil- 
dren, a boy of ten, went to the dime store. “I want to see you 
alone,” he told his mother when he got home. He then 
handed her the little package. She unwrapped the silver 
flower with the brave olue heart. She looked at the boy and 
he gave her back a look as grave as her own. 

“At first I was going to give it just to you,” he said, "and 
then I thought you'd like it better if I got it for all of us." 

“For all of us!" A few simple words, but they broke the 
ice in that mother's heart. The trust of it —"I thought you 
would like it better if I got it for all of us." 

Mother stood for something in that home and the decora- 
tion which her child had so unwittingly laid in herlap had the 
same effect that pinning a medal has on a soldier. Did things 
happen? Sound Boots and Saddles! My dears, it was 
laughter and tears and secrets behind doors and hands over 
mouths and caperings. Joy flowed through that house in an 
ever-widening stream. Christmas was really coming. 


WAvs and means were found, 
and the next afternoon father and mother dashed around 
town in a taxi that bulged with bundles. They tied poinsettias 
in the windows and made such fools of themselves that the 
taxi driver, who had seen a great many things that day and 
gotten tired of them all, began to laugh himself. “Faster. 
faster," they cried. The snow blew round the corners and 
lifted up the battered red coat tails of the Santa 
Claus ringing his bell by the iron kettle. 

“Oh, stop!" cried mother. “I want to go home 
broke." And she emptied her purse into the big black 
pot and gave the bell an extra twirl, just for luck. 

“Woman,” said papa, poking his nose out, "I 
want my supper.” 

“Are you sure you got something round for the toe?” she 
asked anxiously as she climbed back in. 

“Something round for the toe of every stocking. perfectly 
round," reported papa. 

“That’s good." And for the fiftieth time she peeked in the 
paper sack which held the pink-and-white-striped pepper- 
mint canes. "They are so brittle I'm afraid to give 'em a 
hard look," she laughed. “I can't remember a Christmas 
when we haven't put a cane in the top of each stocking.” 

And then she felt a sudden chill to think how close she had 
come to not having Christmas at all, to say nothing of candy 
canes. "To think I might have failed these babies," she 
thought that night as she sat in the dark with the silver 


LADIES' HOME JOURNAL 





Olke Sh or f lawer 


By ELIZABETH COOK 
Mlustrated by Marguerite dengeli 


flower in her hand. “I was deliberately throwing my dark 
hour on their shoulders—me, who would gladly die to bring 
them up happy and good. 

“And all they are asking of me is not to kick down the 
beautiful thing we’ve been building together.” Right then 
and there, she learned afresh what every mother knows: that 
the gay, happy things we start doing with our children just 
for fun become the dependable bricks in the family wall. 

Children who have been brought up on genuine family fun 
are seldom lost in the spiritual wastelands. The homes that 
mean something are the homes where " mamma always loved 
flowers on the table.” * We always blew out the candles on 
our birthday cakes and wished. If the candles all went out 
with one breath, the wish would come true." "Papa always 
put a quarter under our pillows when our teeth came out!” 
Happy things to look forward to, sure things. like the sun 
rising in the morning. 

Some mothers, blessed with understanding hearts. begin 
these happiness habits early in the game. Others acquire 
them. And still others find that pleasant family ways have 
been wished upon them. 

Take Christmas night. The lights are all turned out. the 
logs are put fresh on the fire and the children gather round 
the tree to sing, Silent Night, Hark the Herald Angels Sing. 
O Little Town of Bethlehem. They are quite out of time and 
tune, but their enthusiasm is great. " Lemme hunt one now." 
And there's a scramble for the songbook. “It’s my turn to 
choose. Mamma, isn't it my turn to choose?" The baby 
climbs into somebody's willing lap and the singing goes on. 

“Aw, mamma, just one more. Gosh, it isn't late 
yet." There is something fresh and moving about the 
firelit faces, the eyes turned lovingly toward the tree 
and its familiar decorations. There isn't an orna- 
ment on it that they can't tell you all ab sut. 

Several times we tried to abolish the tree singing 
in our family because of the stockings and the hectic 

nature of Christmas Day in general, but the plebiscite over- 
ruled us. Now we wouldn't abolish it for anything. The 
singing usually ends up with We Three Kings of Orient Are 
that grandpa used to sing in the choir when he was a hand- 
some young man and had beautiful blue eyes. And maybe 
Adeste Fidelis, with the Latin words. 

But mother thinks of the words, " How firm a foundation, 
ye saints of the Lord.” 

Foundations of family life, sunk deep in love and affec- 
tionate customs. A happy childhood is a bulwark against 
fate, a fund to draw on in the future when life grows grim 
and hard. Nobody is utterly without hope or recompense 
who can look back over a childhood of happy memories. 
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“OH, STOP!" CRIED 
MOTHER. "I WANT TO 
GO HOME BROKE.'" 
AND SHE EMPTIED HER 
PURSE INTO THE BIG 
BLACK POT AND GAVE 
THE BELL AN EXTRA 
TWIRL, JUST FOR LUCK 


And does anything 
lend itself so beautifully 
or so generously to this 
treasure of the spirit as 
Christmas? A child will 
forget that his hands 
were cold, but he will 
always remember the 
thrill of unpacking his 
stocking. I once heard 
a man say, "Christmas 
is silly," with hard, bit- 
ter lines in his mouth. 
The next minute he was 
saying, ^My mother al- 
ways made just pecks 
of those old country 
cookies,  Pfeffernüsse, 
dusted over with cinna- 
mon. Little round 
things, just big enough 
for one bite." And the 
hard lines were gone. 
How many men there 
are, and women, too, who have felt the 
bitterness melt round their hearts' edges 
as they recalled the things that "mother 
did at Christmas" or that "we children 
did at Christmas." 

When we were little, there were rumors 
of truly terrible people with marble hearts 
who put lumps of coal or bits of cob in their children's stock- 
ings as a sign that it was time to put away childish things. 
I told this to one of my sprouts, and to my intense astonish- 
ment and distress, she burst into tears. ^Oh, I hope I never 
get too big for Christmas." God bless her! Of course we 
never get too big for Christmas. We never get quite big 
enough. 

“Tt isn’t that I want lots of presents; it's just the fun of 
looking forward to it and undoing bundles and listening in 
the dark when papers rustle and having a hard time going to 
sleep and hearing you and papa laugh, and trying to wake 
first —oh, dear, I can't explain it." 

She didn't have to. I knew what she meant. As I look 
back on my own childhood, it is just one long avenue of 
Christmas trees. We had wax candles that sputtered and 
dripped. They leaned backward and forward and caused 
my papa to give his yearly sermon on the perils of fire. The 
decorations were red stars cut out of cardboard, and butter- 
flies I cut out and colored myself. I raised and popped and 
strung the pop corn for that tree and shone apples for the 
dark hollows next the trunk. We made tarlatan bags, which 


were filled with candy and hung on the tree, the idea being 


that any guest who came in should have a present. 


Curistmas EVE I lugged my 
blankets to the dining room and went to sleep with one bliss- 
ful eye on the glowing base-burner and the other on the tree. 
I, too. tried to stay awake and kept a listening ear toward the 
rustling and whispering in the bedroom. And then it would 
be morning, with snow piled up around the window sill, the 
click of stove lids in the kitchen, the smell of bacon, and the 
knobby, the beautiful knobby stocking on the chair. 

I used to hold it tenderly and caress the lumps. I’ve seen 
my own children do the same thing! Only a game, but since 
it can be played but once a year, and is such a lovely game, 
how precious it becomes. 

Wise is the mother who builds her family foundations with 
tender customs. Year by year the loving association of 
memories goes on, the funny little things that make living 
real: The time the baby put her stuffed stocking on the new 
tricycle and went riding without any further investigation. 
resisting nobly any attempts to help her. The time that 
Santa Claus got mixed and put a much-wanted Boy Scout 
knife in one of the girl’s stockings and just about broke a 
loving heart. The time that the five-year-old put a plate of 
slightly damaged cookies for Santa Claus because he might 
be hungry. The trading. The counting. “How many pieces 
have you got?" The ecstatic rushes. The kisses. The 
“Thank you. This is the best Christmas I've ever had." 

Do we believe in Santa Claus? I should say we do. We 
make such a game of it from the very start that the children 
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OWhat Every COl Shen: No 


T'S certainly interesting, what two years 

can do to a person. Here was Lys- 

beth, a high bicycle at fourteen if ever 

there was one, and now holding every- 

body at lunch positively spellbound. 

A ”A crush party!” Pauline said. "My 
=! goodness, what on earth's a crush party?" 

" Well, honestly!” Lysbeth said. "How perfectly quairit! 
Didn't you any of you ever have a crush party with any of 
the boys around here?” 

"No," said Julie Purviance in a sort of reverent tone, 
" what is it?" 

Lysbeth tried to smile pityingly with her mouth full. 
"Why, my dear, how simply sobbing,” she said. " Imagine 
not knowing what a crush party is! What are men for?" 

Julie still looked dumb, which it wasn't a very hard thing 
for her to do. 

"Good grief, do I have to go into details and draw a 
diagram and everything?" Lysbeth said, lighting one of 
father's cigarettes and blowing smoke all over everybody. 
" You innocent children make me feel positively antique." 

Well, I just wished mother could hear, that was all. All 
through the years, up to the time I was fourteen, I had to 
listen to mother saying what a suitable companion Lysbeth 
was for me —just the picture of her mother at her age —and 
wear myself out giving her a good time when she came to 
visit which I would have to go around and make it up to 
everybody for after she left. Mother and Lysbeth's mother 
were dear friends all through their childhood, so they seemed 
to feel they had to sick me and Lysbeth onto each other. 


Then her family moved so far away we couldn't visit fora . 


couple of happy years; but now they were back in sicking dis- 
tance again, and in a fit of friendship mother had invited 
Lysbeth for the Christmas holidays. Well, I bet mother was 
going to cool off some about dear Caroline's darling daughter 
when she saw how she got lipstick all over the napkins. 


Do YOU actually mean to say 
you let Chi kiss you the first time you met him?” Pauline 
asked in shocked tones and then looked at me and blushed. 
I guess she'd remembered Moxey. But that was different. 
He'd proposed marriage to us both and we thought he meant 
it, so that wasn't like necking at all. 

" Kiss me!" Lysbeth laughed loudly. " That boy should be 
on the wrestling team." 

It looked like Lysbeth had turned into one of these younger 
generation vou're always hearing about. 
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“But I don't see how ——” Julie looked quite puzzled. 
“You didn't know Chi before you came here, did you?” 

“No, darling," Lysbeth said, "I never laid eyes on him 
before last night. But I think he's awfully cute." 

"Not as cute as Davy, do you think, Pauly?” Julie said to 
Pauline as one friend to another. 

"Oh, cuter," Pauline said. I smiled quietly to myself. I 
own Davy. He's really awfully cute. 

"But I-don't see how ——” Julie said, like a dog coming 
back to a bone, "how you get intimate like that with a boy 
when you've just met him. I should think a nice boy like 
Chi —" 

” They're all alike, nice ones and all," Lysbeth gave us her 
superior smile, “when you stir up the old B. U." 

"B. U.?" Julie asked dumbly. B. U. is so old it's been 
called in around here, but trust Julie - honestly, that girl has 
moths in the piano. 

"Why, biological urge, of course. darling," Lysbeth said. 
"And I have a way that never fails.” 

“You have?" Pauline was all ears. "How?" I felt dis- 
appointed in Pauline. That was just what Lysbeth had 
wanted somebody to ask. 

"Don't be dull." Lysbeth blew smoke through her nose in 
a very sophisticated manner. " You don't expect me to give 
away my system, do you, when it's taken me years to de- 
velop it?” 

I suppose a person ought to observe the duties of hospi- 
tality to a guest and all; but that woman-of-the-world 
line from Lysbeth, who I happen to know is three days 
younger than I am, was just too much. And besides, a per- 
son can't help having some ideals and morals. 

I swept Lysbeth with a haughty look. "We don't call 
petting a system around here. We just call it petting- that 
is, we did call it petting. It's sort of gone out now - it's 
sort of a little old-fashioned. I mean we sort of think a 
system means being a little clever, and I don't see any- 
thing terribly clever or even interesting in being a sau- 
sage." 

Lysbeth looked rather blank. The ice cream was around 
to me and I was trying to get some chocolate without any 
of the green. I loathe green food. 

" What's a sausage?” Julie said. 

"Anybody's meat," I said, still working on 
the ice cream. Lysbeth looked mad, as who 
wouldn't? Julie looked awfully dazed; but 

Pauline, who had 
been shut up prac- 
tically every time 
she tried to say any- 
thing. leaped in 
happily with both 
feet. 


"Maudie," she said, "I suppose Davy's taking you 
to the Paint and Powder next Friday, isn't he? Gosh, 
Maudie, this green end is like soup. I ought to have 
astraw. Gosh! Well, anyhow, is he?” 

Before I could tell her, and I wasn’t going to any- 
how, Lysbeth boiled over and said in a mean way, 

“I suppose you think you're the girl of the U. S. A. or 
something?" Julie and Pauline laughed a smothered laugh. 
* Not at all,” I said. " That's what I'm trying to tell you. I 
havea system that isa system, that takes brains, not muscle.” 
"Brains?" Lysbeth said, making an unattractive noise. 
“That gets a laugh out of me before you: begin.” 


Iu NOT beginning,” I said. 
“I've ended. Your way may be perfectly all right for you, 
but I think it’s lousy. My system gets me what I want out 
of boys and I don't get my hair mussed either." I was feel- 
ing rather fed up in more ways than one. "Are you all ever 
going to stop eating? Because it's after two ——” 

Lysbeth cut in, knocking my sentence down my throat 
till I about choked. "The thing about you is, Maudie,” she 
said, glowering down at 
me as we went into the 
hall, “you think what 
works with boys here 
will work with men in 
boarding school like 
Chi. It's too perfectly 
quaint the way you 
have such a swelled 
head about everything 
you do. I certainly 
would laugh to see you 
try your marvelous 
brain system on a pas- 
sionate man like Chi." 

As a matter of fact 
that was just what I 
was planning to do. I 
thought it would be sort of nice to have Chi take me to the 
Paint and Powder. I was sure of a drag from Davy, but I 
just happened to feel like I needed a change of air. 

I was burrowing around in the umbrella stand for my 
Skates. "Would you?” I said, my voice sounding kind of 
hollow on account of the umbrella stand." Well, you better 
start then." 

“I suppose you think you can geta bid out of him for 
Paint and Powder?" Lysbeth asked sweetly. 

“I wouldn't be surprised,” I said. 

“I would," Lysbeth gloated, "'cause he asked me last 
night." 

Well, for a minute I kept my head in the umbrella stand 
and I felt as though I didn't want toever come up; and then 
I realized that I must have been mistaken about Chi if 
he'd fall for anything as crude as Lysbeth. 

It was beginning to snow as we started down the bill — 
just a lazy kind of snow that whirls around and sticks to 
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litt LAUGHED SMUGLY AND sAT 
DOWN ON THE BANK WITH THE AIR 
OF A MAN WHOM WOMEN ADORE 
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A Christmas 


Gif 
You Can Make 


per jour 


Garden Friends 


OR nearly a century Wardian cases have 

been used by botanical institutions and 

commercial growers in shipping delicate 

plants on long voyages. But these elabo- 
rate devices, which actually were greenhouses in 
miniature, were beyond the skill of most ama- 
teurs. It remained for Miss Ruth Barry, of the 
St. Louis Horticultural Society, to discover the ease of con- 
verting an ordinary fish bowl into a glass garden, and thus 
to place them within the reach of everyone with access to 
a department store and suburban woods or a neighborhood 
florist. Miss Bar- 
ry's aquarium 
gardens, for ob- 
vious reasons, be- 
came immensely 
popular within a 
few months. A 
special section 
was set aside for 
them at the 
spring show of 
the Horticultural 


"bove — African 
violet, clubmoss 
and snakebeard, 
at age of eight 
months. At loft— 
Ordinary light 
bulb planted with 
clubmoss, at five 
months. 
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Glass Gardens 


Society, and more than fifty competed for a special prize 
offered by the Botanical Garden. One shown by Miss Barry 
had been watered twice in two years, and another, exhibited 
by a well-known local physician, had been watered once in 
eighteen months and was in excellent condition. The chief 
point of rivalry, of course, is the age to which the plants are 
grown without water or attention. 

Planting these novel and attractive gardens is a matter of 
half an hour’s pleasure, preceded by a ten-minute stop at 
the florist’s or an afternoon excursion to the nearest wood- 
land. Once planted, they thrive anywhere out of direct sun- 
light or heavy shade. They require watering perhaps in six 
months, perhaps once a year, and ten minutes’ ventilation 
at intervals ranging from a day or so to a full week. In other 
words, they are distinctive, highly individual—since every- 
one’s glass garden is his personal creation—little or no 
trouble, and as nearly neglect-proof as any living thing, with 
the possible exception of house flies and jimson weed. 

A variety of odd or decorative glass inclosures may be 
used, as indicated by the photographs illustrating this article, 
but the most convenient is the ordinary aquarium in the 
form of a very fat disk or very flat cylinder —a round fish 
bowl with two flat sides. They may be obtained at depart- 
ment and even five-and-ten stores, and the flat sides are 
effective for display. The glass must be clear, since plants 
will not thrive under tinted glass. 

First, a large handful of charcoal in the bottom will aid in 
keeping the soil sweet. Next comes a handful of broken 
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flowerpots or of irregularly shaped rocks. The 
soil most thoroughly tested for all suitable varie- 
ties of plants is a mixture of one part each good 
garden soil, leaf mold and sand; but if native 
plants may be used, a mixture of two parts well- 
rotted leaf mold, direct from the woods, plus one 
part sand, is probably better. It should be mois- 
tened after it is placed in the bowl. Landscaping begins even 
before the bowl is filled to its required level, about one-third 
of the way to the top. Moss and bits of colored stone are 
forced down the flat sides. The moss grows upward in a 
miniature forest. The surface of the soil should be arranged 
in tiny hills and valleys to represent a natural woodland. 
This matter of design becomes tremendously important if 
the artist decides to use native plants, and many do so de- 
cide, for a little decorative skill will make up for the lack of 
colorful exotic plants, and one large and enthusiastic school 
of “glass gardeners” declares that the search for woodland 
plants of the proper sort is half the fun. 


"Tunovcu the year and far into 
November the tiny rills in woods near the city will yield 
treasures of moss and baby ferns hidden against the winter 
under fallen leaves. Seedlings of pine, cedar or spruce under 
three inches tall are real discoveries. Every variety of moss 
that grows on soil—not on wood—can be used, and the tiny 
bright or bowlder-shaped bits of rock that probably will be 
found right along with it will add handy touches to the 
decorative scheme. A tiny rooted cutting of begonia will 
begin to bloom almost immediately, to add color. 

From that point, with the actual planting down, the task 
of creating a glass garden offers much the same problem, 
as well as the same thrill, as decorating a Christmas tree. 
The will, talents and patience of the individual must decide 
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whether he is to lay out a definite, ambitious scheme and 
follow it through, or simply place his materials where they 
“look right," as most people string the colored lights and 
tinsel. Both methods lead to satisfaction and attractive 
results, and each has its own adherents. 

In either case the larger plants are set first according to 
individual fancy, and then the miniature hills and brook- 
sides are planted with the varieties of moss. The decorative 
rocks and a shell or two may be used to advantage. The 
ambitious designer may follow out a definite landscape with 
paths and pergolas and bridges, lakes made of very small 
mirrors protected from the moisture by shellac on the re- 
verse side, and tiny Buddhas or dwarf figures under the 
baby trees. 

Once the garden is finished and the smears of soil cleaned 
from the glass, the bowl should be covered with a glass 
lid—a small square of window glass or a glass saucer will 
serve excellently—and placed ina north window. It will be 
seen that the miniature garden creates its own weather in 
miniature—that is, moisture which collects on bowl and 
lid each morning will fall on the plants and soil later in the 
day like a refreshing rain. When the glass “sweats” badly 
inside, the glass lid should be tilted for ventilation until it 
clears up, just as opening the window of a closed car which 
has fogged up in winter will soon clear the glass. At the 
first sign of mildew the glass should be left tilted for half 
a day. The soil should be tested occasionally with the finger 
and, whenever it begins to dry, should be sprinkled very 
lightly. 


Ir IS vitally important that plants 
be selected in dwarf or extremely slow-growing varieties; 
otherwise they will soon attempt, as Captain Mallard wrote 
back in 1833, “to push the top of the box off." It is difficult 
for the amateur who hasn't tried it to understand how 
small the plants must be for these vest-pocket gardens if 
they are to be a real success. 

Direct sunlight and dark corners must be equally avoided. 
A north window is ideal. 

Cactus and plants with “fleshy” leaves are fatal to glass 
gardens. They give off too much moisture and lead to 
mildew, which will destroy all your hopes. 


Top of page—Ordinary fish bow! planted two months 
with snakebeard, red mosaic leaf, copperleaf, pan- 
danus, peristrophe and clubmoss. Glass jar with red 
and white mosaic leaf, plant, age one month. Immedi- 
ately above — Kentia palm, maidenhair and blechnum 
ferns, Ficus repens, age four months. At right— 
Variegated wandering-jew, peristrophe and clubmoss, 
age one month, 
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Many city people find it in- 
convenient to reach even those 
vestigial bits of woods re- 
quired to find native plants 
for glass gardens, and many 
others prefer the more color- 
ful arrangements possible with 
tropical plants which can be 
obtained at most florists’. De- 
sign may still be a major fea- 
ture, but the tropical effect of 
“jungle gardens” is currently 
the more popular. The follow- 
ing plants have been thor- 
oughly tested in glass gardens: 


For JUNGLE GARDENS (mostly 
green) 


Sclaginella (clubmoss in irides- 
cent shades). 

Ficus repens. 

Adiantum capillus-veneris 
(maidenhair fern). 

Cocos weddelliana seedlings. 

Kenitia forsteriana seedlings 

Mundo japonicum (snake- 
beard). 

Saintpaulia tonantha (African- 
violet). 

Aspidium falcatum (hollyfern). 

Nephrolepis exaltata (sword- 
fern). 


For BRIGHT COLOR 


Tradescantia (wandering-jew). 

Vittoma (red or white mosaic 
leaf plant). 

Acalypha wilkesiana (copper- 
leaf). 

Pandanus sanderi, P. veitchi 
(saw plant). 

Maranta, dwarf species. 

Dieffenbachia (dumb cane) 

Peristrophe aurea. 

Pieris cretica albolineata (varie- 
gated fern). 

















































One can create many unusual 
effects by exerting a little imagi- 
nation, not only in the choice of 
materials to be planted but in 
the type of container used. The 
author’s young son made a burnt- 
out electric light bulb shown on 
these pages do service as a con- 
tainer for a tiny glass garden. It 
is not only novel but character- 
istic of the results one may obtain 
by using intelligently whatever 
may be at hand. 

Dish gardening has become a 
national fad in the past few 
months, and it is indeed fascinat- 
ing. But it has limitations that 
are easily overcome by the in- 
closed glass garden. It is difficult 
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to regulate the moisture supply in the 
dish garden, with the result that it is 
often too wet or too dry, to the conse- 
quent hardship of the plants grown. 

The glass garden is as near foolproof 
as any garden can be. Moisture is a 
problem that seldom intrudes itself, and 
then only when the occasional watering 
is necessary. Evaporation and conden- 
sation on the container itself keep up the 
supply in constant succession, as atmos- 
pheric conditions dictate reproducing in 
miniature what takes place in Nature's 
great garden out-of-doors. 

Glass gardens are not only foolproof 
so far as care is concerned, but they are 
within the reach of everyone. No matter 
how limited your means may be, or 
where you live, they will thrive for you. 
They are not expensive— anyone can af- 
ford them. They may be started with 
small, inexpensive seedlings in any sort 
of container that can be sealed. 

Especially interesting will they prove 
as Christmas gifts to friends who love 
gardening. They will open up a whole 
new angle to gardening interest. Why 
not a glass garden this year? 
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lle Man 
outa Tod 


By WILBUR DANIEL STEELE 


IH . 


OCTOR'SOFFICE. Consider the doc- 
tor, Homan, from your after-hours 
loafing place in the office corner; con- 
sider that he ought to be sleeping while 

they'll let him, and ask him for the dozenth 
time why he doesn’t go to bed. 

It’s another night, and another cold one, 
another winter. How many winters is it since 
Cynthy went; is it four? It doesn’t say in the 
letter in your pocket. Never mind. Mind the 
doctor, and his sixty years, and his dilemma. 

The Doc’s not a drinking man. 
Through thirty-odd years of practice he 
has rarely touched liquor except at 
need, at night and on the road—a gulp 
to get his heavy head and lean stomach 
over some desperate last mile to a 
broken leg or a childbearing, and a 
double gulp to get him home in time to 
start out again. 

The War paid for slavery, and Doc is 
paying for the War. He has never 
thought of it so; simply, he has his work 
to do—and two saddle horses to wear 
out doing it-—and any way to keep going has been his way. 

But tonight it's queer; he's up a stump, and doesn't know 
it. Had he been forewarned of a freak, a night when nobody 
north or east or south or west would be sick enough to send 
galloping for Doc Pride, he could have gone to bed at eight, 
when he was so sleepy. Át least he thinks he could have. 
What, he would ask, would there have been to prevent his 
turning in and snoring peacefully the night through, leaving 
his saddlebags unwanted on the office floor and his whisky 
flask unneeded — for once— here on the desk top, where it is 
now? Eh? What? Yet here at midnight it's an irony, he's 
so wide awake it's all he can do to keep from jumping up and 
pacing the floor in front of you while he listens. Veins that 
at sixty have never bothered him, stand out on his temples 
as he listens, listens for a sound of galloping coming, listens 
and listens— will it never come? 

Lord's sake! What's the matter with him? His hand, 
wanting something to do, finds the flask and holds it up be- 
tween him and the lamp, and the amber of it yellows the 
socket of his eye. But then he puts it down again quickly. 


Docs never had a temper in 
his life, yet when you ask, for the last time, rising, “ Why 
the devil don’t you go to bed, Doc?” he jumps you. 

“Bed! You're a fine one to ask, you half-baked loafer!” 

“Tf that’s the way you feel—if it’s my being here ——” 

"Oh, shut up, you fool, Homan. Sit down. Don't mind 
me. And for heaven’s sake, man, don’t go yet.” 

“Why not?" 

“Mind your own business. And your own troubles.” 

“I haven't got any troubles.” 

“The hell you haven't! All evening you've looked as if 
you needed a dose of paregoric. What did you eat today?” 

"Doc, do you remember Cynthy Wyrick, went away 
North a few years ago?” 

“Ts it Cynthy's worrying you? What's she got to be now— 
prima donna?" 

"No." 

" Streetwalker? " 

“No. Ihadaletter from her today. Her voice is good, but 
there's lots have got better. She's got married, she says. To 
an Italian, a house builder. He plays the ‘cello, she says.” 

“Fine. There's one fool mistake off your conscience.” 

“They were married by a—by a priest, Doc.” 

“Fine. That's legal.” 

“Legal! What difference does it make if it’s legal or not? 
If you think I give a dang—whether—nothing—I —— She 
says she's happy, Doc." 

“Well, what more can you——” Now what's got into Doc, 
to break off so, stare at you puzzled-doctor-wise, then crack 
the grin and slap the thigh of derision. " The trouble with 
you," he muses, as he lifts the flask absent-mindedly again 
to yellow his eye with its glow, "is that you've bitten off 
more than you can chew. And you lie about it." 

There never was an honester man than Doc. Is he lying 
about anything to himself, when he tells himself that what 
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his nerves want now is the work of their habit, a bitter wind 
in his face and a horse between his knees? How far and few 
have been the nights when he hasn't had to give his animal 
a breather at the beginning of some desperate last mile! And 
himself a bracer. Out of this flask that's yellow in his eye. 
Oftentimes around midnight — around about now. 

“They tell me that this stuff is a bad master, Homan. 
But as for me—well, it's kept me awake a smart of nights 
and it's saved me a smart of lives. . . . . It would be 
kind of funny, wouldn't it ——" 

Put the flask down, Doc. Jump up. Walk around. 

“Damn it, Homan, how does a man get sleepy?” 

Oftentimes about midnight—about now—in the lee of 
some pine . . . 

Pick it up again, shake it, taste the color of the bubbles. 
Odd pair—doctor who's never gone to any man to ask his 
pay; Piper come to ask his now. Pay for never having that 
new overcoat, never saying, "Not now; in the morning." 

Of a sudden Doc cracks the grin and slaps the thigh of 
another derision, loudly. “Good Lord, what are we, Homan? 
Why don't we have a nightcap?” 

“That's what I've been wondering for two hours, Doc.” 

Tumblers out of the operating alcove. "Say when!” It's 
almost the first time Doc has ever drunk whisky out of a 
tumbler; it's the first time he's ever drunk it sitting 
in his office chair. 

* Plenty where this came from, Homan, you good- 
for-nothing. Say when!" 

Doc's getting old. “Old man, Homan, nearly 
done; so wha's difference?” 

“Wha’s difference anything, Doc? Wha’s real, 
wha's dream, who knows? Allbig gamble. . . . 
Who said priest? Haw! Could o' had Cynthy if I 


wanted her. . . . Here today, gone tomorrow, all 
big gamble. . . . No, come on get up, Doc, got to 
go bed now." 


“Le’me be, le’me go asleep here, tha's good fellow; 
£o ‘way le’me sleep.” 

Tired old Southern Christian, asleep in his chair. 
Tired your Southern heretic, reeling homeward, cap- 
tain of his soul for a little while, devil-may-care . . . 

Great night, night of discovery. For something 
has been discovered to you two tonight, something 
perilous to men who've just about finished the jobs 
life laid out for them: To the older, that the eye- 
opener of a thousand last miles will serve as well 
for the shut-eye of the last mile; to the younger, 
that there’s a potion distilled to let the man-that-is 
lie down in bed with the boy-he-was, and sleep. 


Buryinc GROUND. Every- 
body knows what’s the matter with you, Homan; 
you’ve neither pride nor decency. As for pride: 
What are the names of infamy you used to call an 
old man, under his roof and with his whisky in you; 
and what are the names you've taken from him that 


“SO YOU'VE COME 
BACK," YOU SAID, 
THE HEART GONE 


December, 1931 


no Carolinian takes from anyone? And as for decency: To- 
day, when he’s dead, and they’re going out in carriages to 
bury him, where among the decent folks are you? 

What decent folks, what kind-minded, grateful folks they 
are. Already the hours Old Doc has been dead have wiped 
out the years he might as well have been, It’s as if, in their 
minds, when young Doc Findley had to come in and take 
the practice, the Old Doc died then. Somehow he hasn’t be- 
longed in the Hollwell of the past decade, with trade begin- 
ning tô revive, a bank founding, mills building, and Breed 
County massing in the new town hall twice to wallop the 
Northern money kings and put Democrat Cleveland in the 
White House. No, they remember him only in distance, rid- 
ing through weathers to reach them; they forgive and forget 
the rest. They’d even forget that he’s harbored the town 
trouble-maker in the house of his untidy dotage, if you'd 
let them, Homan. . 

But no: "Where's Homan?” you make them wonder as 
they ride behind the hearse. “Him and Old Doc so much 
together, you’d think he’d have at least the common decency 
to come to the burying. Drunk, you reckon? Be like him.” 

Would it be like you, Homan? It would. But are you? 
No. Why are you here, then, sitting on a box in a hidden 
corner of the “drug end,” staring out of a dusty window all 






OUT OF YOU 
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OLD FELLOW, EH? 
WHAT A GOOD ONE 
ON THEM, NOT TO 
REALIZE THAT THE 
OLD ONE IS GONE 
BEYOND THEIR 
GRASP; NOT TO 
PERCEIVE THAT, 
FOR ALL HIS DROLL 
MASQUERADE OF 
RAGS AND VEINS 
AND WHISKERS, 
IT’S A LITTLE BREED 
COUNTY FARM BOY 


QAO 


HURRY, HURRY! 
GRAB HOLD A HAND, 
CYNTHY; THERE'S 
LIGHTS IN THE 
CHURCH ALREADY 


the afternoon they're burying the dead? Till the light fails 
and night comes to blacken the dusty window. 

And now that you "ve bestirred yourself at last, where are 
you going? What is it you're carrying under your coat, be- 
yond the lighted houses and out the Drill Field road toward 
the burying ground? It’s the wrong shape and the wrong 
size for flowers. 

They brought flowers in the crowded daylight; now in the 
desert night they lie in wreaths all about you, over the grave. 
A crushed one is even under you, as you sit where the 
footstone's going to be, head sunk between your shoulders 
and the brown flask clasped in your hands. 
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You're a strange incalculable, abominable fellow, Homan. 
What a thing to do! With the mouth of the flask to your 
mouth, whatever's the wild whimsey that makes you take it 
away and wet the grave earth with a spill of the whisky be- 
fore you put it back to gulp? 

Cynthy's gone. Horatio's gone. Bub's gone. Doc's gone. 

It's strange—enough corn whisky, and as a rule your eyes 
grow heavy and their vision distorted. Tonight, at Doc's 
grave, the more you drink the clearer they grow. And still 
the more you drink, still the clearer they grow till, when 
Doc comes out of the ground to sit weightless where the 
headstone's 'going, you see him with a vividness and new 
verity that makes yousob. ‘Doc, you can't go!” 

And all of a sudden you, in the clarity of drunkenness, and 
he, in the clarity of death, begin to speak to each other. 
Things never before comprehended, never confessed. And 
never now to be forgotten. Too bad you will have forgotten, 
by tomorrow. 

“Doc, you're all the old good. You are my folks, my stock, 
my South. You are bravery, loyalty, self-abnegation; you 
are patience, long purpose, faith in things not seen. You're 
all that's old and beautiful, Doc, and you mustn't go.” 

“You're all that's new, Homan, and that's not yet beau- 
tiful. And you must go on. You are discord, doubt, ingrati- 
tude. You are the gracelessness of peeping and prying, the 
ugliness of the unfinished, the pain of change. You are the 
grain chosen to be bruised between the stone that won't 
move and the stone that won't stop, if there's to be bread for 
our children's children. You are the thorn in our flesh." 

“Keep on trying to pluck me out—save everything you 
can, Doc— that's your job.” 

* Keep on not letting me, Homan, that's yours." 

The flask is empty. And that's all. 


Movinc PICTURES. Pretty 
soon they'll be learning how to run a ribbon of camera film 
through a magic lantern and turn a sheet between two 
poles at fair ground into an animate likeness of people div- 
ing into water and undiving out of it again, or of khaki lads 
charging up a hill in Cuba, or of the second inaugural of a 
war president who'l never live to see Charlie Chaplin. 
Very bad moving pictures, fluttery on the sight, little more 
as yet than a sequence of still glimpses, broken by blanks 
of darkness when the film breaks or the mechanism jams. 

But anyway, when they've done this, Homan, they'll 
have found out how life looks as it goes past your eyes. Flut- 
tery, blurry glimpses. A shutter that sticks or a film that 
breaks, leaving you befogged in another darkness. 

A buggy without shafts or horse to it, careening, hiccup- 
We . x « 
They say that Teddy Roosevelt . . . 


ooo 
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Down Alabama-Georgia way, all the coal and iron 

theyvegot . . 

Do you know what they're learning our boys and 
girls out to the new high school— learning 'em 

that men come from . 

Bad film, broken picture. All right, Homan, 

you didn't want to know anyway. You 
know that men came from monkeys, and 
you don't care how long folks go on kick- 
ing you around for it, they'll never make 
you say different. Nor make you swallow 

a whale. 

This engineer fellow, Eugene Wyrick 
Ferraro, over at State College, he must 
think he's another Billy Sunday, the 
way he's calling Carolina to repentance 
for her muddy roads and swamplands, 
andthe way . . 

Hang on! Ferraro? Who’ she? Where'd 
he come from? Dago-sounding, how 

did he ever get a Tarheel “Wyrick” 
stuck in his name? Don’t you 

know who he is? Why, Eugene Ferraro 

came from 5 

Bad shutter, bad acetylene always sput- 

tering out, and always another film in the 

machine when they light it up again. 
But the worst thing that ever happened to 
you, the glimpse that hurt you most, was 
when Horatio came back home. 

When you were young, Homan—when ail that 
the South asked, life or death, was the hanging- 
together of its best ones—you, the renegade, were 
crying its picked youth on to desert, clear out, go. 

Breaking holes in the narrow walls for them to get out of; 
breaking nothing for yourself but your heart. 

And now what’s come of it? What’s come of them? Cyn- 
thy, wife of some immigrant, mother of who-knows-how- 
many hybrid children, grandmother of how many? Bub 
Exum in some Northern print shop, vague, owner of a high 
hat, and what else? And now Horatio, the best bet of the lot, 
you'd have staked your life—here he came back home one 
day a while ago, with a wife, a child and a debt. 


You looked at each other that 
day, he from the sidewalk, you from your seat on a thrown- 
out butter tub in the lot by the store. How did he strike 
you? Not so much changed was Horatio. Still carroty of 
head, eager of eye, gangling, grinning. And how did you 
strike him? 

“So you've come back," you said, the heart gone out of you. 

“Yes, Mr. Macy, I’ve come back.” 

“Couldn’t make it? Fail in college? " 

“No, I did pretty well in college. I went into business 
then." 

* Fail in that?" 

“No. Ididn't like it, though. I was born a farmer; reckon 
I'll die one." 

Farmer, and he the best bet of them all! 

“Come back to it, eh? Come back borrowing money from 
the bank to start." 

“Need lots. A lot to buy the Bailey and Starbuck places 
next our old one. A lot for a Guernsey bull and five registered 
heifers. A lot to build barns with. A lot for seed, kinds you 
can't get around here. . . . Gene Ferraro and I talked it all 
over. Thought it would be fun to see what a Breed County 
farm boy that's been to college and run a business can do 
with a Breed County farm." 

"Farmer. H'm." 

It was too bad your mind caught that word and stopped 
with it, Homan. It hurt you, and you hurt him. Did you 
know it? When you saw his neck and ears go crimson when 
he turned to catch at a friend's hail and drift away across 
Depot Street, what did you think it was? Did you think it 
was because he'd had to come home and borrow money and 
bea farmer and ashamed? 

Whatever it was, it hurt you more than ever anything else 
has, that day's picture. 

And now the pictures go on, ever blurrier. 

They say that Taft 

They say that another Democrat, a Southerner, man 
named Wilson 


GEORGIA BEAT YALE. The story recommences, almost 
in the same words. The sky is mended. This time it's a Ger- 
man, Einstein, who's done the job, with a new needle. Ten 
comprehend, ten thousand applaud, ten million make wise 
cracks, yet even while they snigger begin to doubt their 
sniggers, each man wondering a little uneasily to himself: 
What's it all about? Somebody's laid the ghost of the eter- 
nal, yousay? Got me out of the prison house of the infinite? 
Given me the freedom of time and space? Well, what do you 
know! And me, no odds where I stand, I'm the center of it 
all again? And so's that sparrow yonder, falling? 


(Continued on Page 104) 
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HE longer she stood there, with her packages pulling 

on her arm, the more unreasonable the whole business 

seemed to Cynthia. For thirty minutes she had been 

part of a long line moving in little jerks toward the 
mailing desk, and the cord on the box for Sally Archer’s chil- 
dren cut into her hand. Blitheness was leaking out of her 
spirit. The sagging procession across the post office looked as 
if it were being driven reluctantly toward Christmas and as 
if its bundles were no more than burdens. The very thought 
of the contents of the ones she herself was carrying began to 
discourage her. None of the presents seemed right, now that 
they were practically on their way. Gifts that at first had 
appeared to be inspirations began to change into stupid, 
commonplace ideas and mistakes. Not one in the lot was 
worth anything to speak of and yet their selection had been 
a matter of buffeting crowds and remembering ages and rub- 
bing off price tags and tying up packages for days, and, taken 
together, they had cost much more than she had hoped or 
intended. Why did everything in the world cost. just about 
two dollars and a half more than it ought to? 

A woman behind her in the line poked Cynthia again with 
an evil, sharp package that felt like a blade. 

“Oh, I beg your pardon,” she said without sympathy, just 
as she had said five times before. 

Cynthia made a very slight gesture of accepting the 
apology. Nobody, she said to herself grimly, should be al- 
lowed to send spikes through the mail. She tried to get her 
backbone out of danger, but the line was close and firm. In 
front of her stood a chauffeur and he, too, was irritating. Not 
personally, for he was a pleasant-looking, well uniformed 


IT WAS NOW LATE AFTERNOON ANO SHE MUST GET 
SOMETHING FOR JOAN BEFORE SHE WENT HOME. 
IT WAS TOO RIDICULOUS TO TRY TO FIND A PREs- 
ENT FOR A PERSON WHO ALREADY HAD EVERYTHING 
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(6) neces d Or e Rich 


By MARGARET CULKIN BANNING 


young man, but he represented all the women 
who didn’t have to stand in line and mail their 
own packages. He made her think of Joan’s 
chauffeur and that reminded her that though it 
was now late afternoon she must get something 
for Joan before she went 
home. The thought dragged 
on her fatigue and on her 
tired ingenuity. It was too 
ridiculous to try to find a 
present for a person who al- 
ready had everything in the 
world. And if Joan was 
finally going to marry Geof- 
frey Carter as was rumored, 
she’d soon have just that 
much more of everything. 


The line sud- 
denly moved. Cynthia 
dropped a package and the 
spruce young chauffeur 
picked it up and returned it 
to her. He made her feel 
shabby and poor, though it 
was only the second winter 
for her tan caracul coat and 
the lines of it were really as 
good as ever. She wished, 
in a wave of complete ab- 
surdity, that the chauffeur 
knew that she had chosen 
not to be rich, deliberately 
given up all ambition to 
employ expensive, shining 
young men like himself when 
she married Douglas Ware. 
Newspapermen, even intel- 
lizent and grand ones, didn't 
get rich, and Cynthia was 
not resentful about that. 
But just for the moment she 
wanted it to be clear that 
she had turned away from 
wealth, not wealth away 
from her. She could have 
been a limousine wife if she'd 
wanted to. There had been 
plenty of chances, five and 
six years ago. Even Geof- 
frey Carter had asked her to 
marry him once. It had 
been, to be sure, dunng one 
of those periods when he and 
Joan were having a row. 
That was when Geoff usu- 
ally grew adventurous and dramatic, and went from flower 
to flower. Those two had been having rows periodically 
for years, but they never seemed quite able to leave each 
otheralone. It was queer that neither of them had ever mar- 
ried anyone else. Perhaps, thought Cynthia. other girls felt 
as I did, that he was really Joan's property even if shehadn't 
taken possession yet. 





Ixcngpisu she found herself 
at the mailing window and her packages were being taken 
from her, weighed and stamped. She began to think more 
highly of them as she turned away. The box for Aunt Har- 
riet had been packed with little cedar boughs around the 
edges and the seals were huge silver modernistic deer that 
had seemed beautifully decorative against pale green tissue 
paper. It was fun to do things like that for people who 
wouldn't be likely to get much else and would appreciate it. 
Aunt Harriet would save the wrappings, smooth them out 
and enjoy them. 

There was Joan’s present still to buy and Cynthia felt that 
it didn't matter much what she chose. She could not hope to 
match the rare quality of Joan's possessions or compete with 
the kind of thing that Joan would probably give her. Any- 
way, she did not want to spend much more money. As it was, 
Cynthia knew that she would have to use most of the Janu- 
ary coupons on her few bonds to pay the Christmas bills and 
she'd hoped to have enough left out of that interest to get a 
few things for the house and herself. There was always a 
waiting list of things she meant to have when she could 
afford them and new kitchen curtains and a small coffee 


table and long black suéde gloves were at the top of the list 
just now. Every cent she was spending made the possibility 
of those possessions recede. It was all right to stretch a 
financial point for Sally Archer, who was quite up against it 
this year, but Joan was another matter. Joan could buy 
anything she wanted for herself. She was rich and her money 
was all in her own hands. There was no use in plunging on 
her present. Cynthia decided to get it off her mind. She 
would stop in at Marlin's on the way home and she might see 
some little thing there that would do for a rich friend. 


At Marlin's, where the management evidently believed 
that the Christmas spirit always has its price, there was a 
dollar table, a two-dollar one, a five-dollar one and a ten- 
dollar one. They were near the front entrance, to tempt cus- 
tomers who might be lazy when they came in or desperate 
when they went out. 

Cynthia circled them thoughtfully. She couldn't very well 
give Joan a grapefruit knife with daisies painted on its 
handle even if it was only a dollar and a useful implement as 
well. Joan's servants probably didn't want daisies on their 
knives. There were ashtrays on pieces of weighted leather, but 
Joan’s ashtrays always matched and were in sets and she 
had dozens of them. Those printed bookplates certainly 
wouldn’t do in the Osborne library; and stray pieces of 
cheap, bright pottery couldn’t be given to a person who 
bought that sort of thing in Spain or Mexico. 

The five-dollar table looked full of suggestions until she 
came up to it, and then it seemed largely an exaggeration of 
values. She hesitated over a set of cold-cream jars but re- 
membered the complexities of Joan’s dressing room, with its 
queer red paper and modern benches. and wasn’t sure they’d 
fit in. Besides, perhaps there was something to be found for 
less than that. It was only a remembrance anyway. 


Sue took only a casual look at 
the ten-dollar table, for that was scaled too high. Of course 
anyone would like that ivory-colored breakfast tray. It was 
a new kind. divided like an old English supper tray and it 
looked firm and comfortable. But it was too much to spend, 
especially when with no effort Joan could afford that sort of 
thing for herself. 

People bumped against Cynthia, reached past her to 
handle and estimate as she drifted back to the display of 
dollar articles. She did not like this array of professional 
presents. They were not the sort of thing she usually 
hunted out, for she liked to suit gifts to people and that 
meant beginning with the personality and not the present. 
But she wasn’t thinking of Joan as a person just now. She 
didn’t see her as the thin, handsome, always-stared-at young 
heiress with shy brown eyes and an arrogant manner that 
protected them. She didn’t remember her as the excited 
bridesmaid in yellow chiffon who had stood beside her in 
St. Jerome’s chancel five years ago. 

Joan had become an abstraction, somebody who had to 
have a present even though she didn’t need one. She was an 
obligation, who stood between Cynthia and getting home 
where she wouldn’t be puzzled and crowded and bumped. 
Perhaps that parchment memorandum pad would do. It 
was clever, she lied to herself. It looked as if it might be 
useful. Oh, it was all right, she insisted coaxingly. After all, 
she couldn’t be expected to give pieces of jade even if Joan 
could and did. She had been reminded of that by seeing it 
swing out on its chain from the opening in her coat. The 
little diamond link sparkled generously. 

It took a few minutes for the memorandum pad to be 
wrapped and then Cynthia went through the crowds toward 
the side doors of the great store. As she passed the glove 
counter a display of long gloves caught her eye. She won- 
dered if by any chance the kind she coveted were on sale at 
less than ten dollars and went up to the counter to see. 
Other customers were engaging the attention of all the 
clerks, so she took her place beside a man. Men were 
usually quick about their purchases. 

He had on a thick, loose coat and Cynthia’s mind was 
more on gloves than on men, so she did not give him a 
glance until she heard him speaking to the clerk. 

“You're sure that this is the kind that any girl would 
like to have and could wear anywhere?” 

“Very good for either day or evening wear,” the sales- 
woman answered in the tone of complete authority. 

“Allright. I'll take a dozen pairs." 

“She'll have to grow more hands," said Cynthia aloud. 

He turned and gave her a welcoming grin. Geoffrey 
Carter's smile had done a good deal to keep people from 
resenting his money. 
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“Hello, beautiful Cynnie! How are you?” 

“Weak from watching you buy gloves," she said. “Are 
you fitting out a chorus or do you peddle them on the street?” 

“Is it too many for one girl?" 

"Isuppose not. It gives her eleven pairs to lose and she'll 
still be in luck, Get six black and six white and the glove 
manufacturers ought to give you a silver cup for breaking 
records." 

“Think it's really all right for a present? 

“It’s magnificent. Very lordly.” 

“What size?” asked the clerk. 

Geoffrey hesitated and Cynthia said to him, "Six and a 
quarter." 

His eyes met hers. 

“How do you know?” 

“We wear the same size. Or aren't they for Joan?” 

“No. Don't happen to be.” 

* Well, happy is the girl that the gloves rain on. Try six 
and a half. That's a better average size if you aren't sure.” 


Her tone had reserves in it now, 
and so had his. She was about to mind her own business 
and then it occurred to her that was a most uninteresting 
thing to do. Besides, she’d known Geoff all her life and 
she hadn’t not married him without retaining a certain sense 
of privilege. 

“This is all right now, I suppose," she said, as the clerk 
turned away to get his change and parcel, “but after you're 
married I hope you're going to give gloves through the 
community chest.” 

“TI have to take care of that when the time comes.” 

That seemed to be a blind alley so she tried another one. 

* What are you giving Joan for Christmas? " 

“What can anybody give Joan?" he asked. "She's got 
everything. Except some advice and she won't take that." 

“Who wants advice for Christmas?” 

“T don't," he said cheerfully. 

It didn’t sound promising and there was trouble some- 
where. Cynthia looked askance at the narrow fat box the 
clerk was handing to Geoffrey. A hard-breathing shopper 
pushed her out of place, but she did not notice. 

“It’s always a bad sign when you get interested in another 
girl,” she said. “How much do you like this one and who 
is she?" 

"She's a very nice girl," he answered as if he would like to 
hear anyone doubt it with impunity. 

“It’s a very general description,” said Cynthia. 

He chuckled at her. He had never been very much in love 
with Cynnie. He had always liked her too much for that. 

“Come and have tea with me somewhere and I'll tell you 
more about her. You don't want to stay here and be tram- 
pled on, do you?” 

“No. I'm all through. I was going to go home and hang 
wreaths in the windows. But I'd much rather have tea first 
and get up some spirit for the glad Noel." 

“Good. Where shall we go?” 

“The Petit Gourmet," she suggested, “is the only place 
intown where a respectable wife and mother can get a thrill. 
And it's not apt to be full of shoppers all broken out with 
bundles. Besides it's so expensive I hardly ever get there.” 

In the post office Christmas had seemed exhaustion and 
duty. In the shops it was a fog of uncertainty and worry and 
barter. It was a holiday for sale, if only you could afford it. 
But in the Petit Gourmet the season became romantic. A 
couple of clipped, triangular evergreen trees sparkled with 
green and white lights at the door. The doorman was red- 
cheeked and jovial, as he should be. Inside, an orchestra 
played trivial music delicately. Each table had a bouquet 
of glistening holly on it and the high-backed benches about 
them made every compartment a possible rendezvous. 


Bur Cynthia knew, as they talked, 
that Geoffrey's rendezvous was not with her, nor even with 
the girl he was telling her about. It was really with Joan. 
He was thinking of Joan even if he tried to avoid talking of 
her. She kept showing through what he said as if the other 
girl were only a transparency. 

“Tt’s fun to do things for this kid," he told her, as he grew 
confidential. *'She's an awfully grateful little thing.” 

"She well may be," said Cynthia, "when she sees those 
gloves." 

"She told me the other night that she wished she had a 
few decent pairs. You see she's never had many things." 

“Well, she's the sort of girl who seems able to make her 
wishes come true." 

“A man likes to know what a girl wants— what he can do 
for her," he said defensively. 

Joan never would tell, thought Cynthia. Of course she 
wouldn't. She's much too shy and too proud to ask for any- 
thing. But then what could she possibly want? 

“A fellow occasionally likes to feel that he's of some use,” 
added Geoffrey, "as if he wasn't born for a decoration." 

There was a bitter note in that. They talked on for another 
half hour and Cynthia kept putting the situation together as 
if she were being handed the parts of a simple puzzle. He 
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was picking up with a girl who was easy to please be- 
cause he felt that he had failed to please Joan. This 
new girl made him feel like King Cophetua and he found 
it soothing and satisfying and restoring. Now that she 
had the puzzle almost finished, the picture on its face 
seemed to show that it had always been like that be- 
tween Joan and Geoffrey. They were both so rich, so 
well equipped that it seemed as if they had everything. 
She recalled that whenever Geoffrey had a row with Joan 
he always picked some new girl 
whom he could dazzle with kindness 
and attention. Ali during the sum- 
mer of their flirtation he had sent 
Cynthia orchids and she'd known 
then that it was Joan he wanted, 
just as clearly as she knew it today. 
It occurred to her as she listened to 
Geoffrey’s slight fatuousness about 
this new conquest that it would be 
no great task for some clever girl to 
marry him now. His taste wasn't so 
discriminating as it was. 
Joan—and then almost any other 
girl. But still one part of the puzzle 


JOAN FELT SO LOVED, 
SO TAKEN CARE 
OF. ... IT WAS LIKE 
A DREAM. ... THERE 
WERE SO MANY 
PACKAGES, AND THEY 
HAD SUCH ASTON- 
ISHING CONTENTS 


was missing. Why 
had Joan always let 
go? She couldn't be 
afraid of his riches, 
and she and Geoffrey 
were congenial in 
most ways. They did 
the same kind of 
things, liked thesame 
kind of life. 

“You still haven't 
told me what you're 
going to give Joan for 
Christmas,” she said, 
trying to force him to 
talk of her outright. 

“T don't know. I 
guess I'd better leave 
that job to BobLyle." 

"Bob Lyle! You 
don't mean that 
shyster broker?" 

*"Sure—he's no 
good and worse than 
that. Joan's new 
friend." 


Mlustrated by Guy Hof 
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“The one who ran through his 
wife's money and gave her such a 
rotten time before she divorced 
him?" 

“That’s the cap that fits him.” 

“Douglas told me who he was at the theater one night. 
He said he was just barely able to escape the penitentiary. 
He's awfully handsome, but I can't imagine what else 
Joan sees in him." 

“T don't try to imagine." 

“But can't you stop it? You know he's the cheapest 
sort of rascal.” 

“Joan doesn't take orders from me. Or suggestions 
from anyone since her father died. She's harder than she 
used to be, Cynnie." 

Cynthia was thoughtful about that. There was some 
truth in it. She'd noticed it herself in Joan in the past year. 
There was a hardening in Joan, just as there was soften- 
coo ing in Geoffrey. How dreadfully they needed each other! 

She slipped into her coat. 


(Continued on Page 56) 
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BNER SEWARD has been trying for years to get 
Potter East to marry him. But the girl has refused 
him time and again. Her husband must be an ardent 
golfer like herself. Abner has no use for golf. 

Potter wins the ladies’ championship at the Mayfield 
Country Club and at the conclusion of play her uncle and 
guardian, Beauchamp East, collapses. Overexcitement, say 
his friends; but Potter thinks differently. She senses that 
the vain, dapper little man who thinks no woman can resist 
his charms has had a shock of some kind and she recalls two 
unfamiliar faces in the gallery. 

This conviction is strengthened when one of the strangers 
calls at the house later in the day to see Uncle Beau. Potter 
interviews him instead, and although she learns little she is 
alarmed. Uncle Beau is undoubtedly mixed up in some- 
thing, but she cannot question him, as he has slipped out of 
the house. 

That night at a party celebrating her victory she meets 
the other of the strangers—one Bangs Kemble, young and 
handsome and like herself an enthusiastic golfer. A match is 
arranged for the next day. Potter goes to the club early to 
practice. A corpse is found in the rough. She recognizes the 
murdered man as the stranger who had called the day be- 
fore. She is frightened and says nothing. 

Bangs Kemble proves to be an agreeable companion and a 
good golfer—the type of man she has visualized as the ideal 
husband. She hurries home to question Uncle Beau and 
finds that worthy preparing for flight. A servant delivers a 
note. It contains a warning for the recipient not to leave 
town. 

Potter can get nothing out of Uncle Beau; he is so fright- 
ened that he is incoherent. Potter’s own alarm is intensified 
when, later, Abner Seward calls and warns her that Beau is in 
some way mixed up in the dead man’s case, that he himself 
had seen the man leave the East home the previous after- 
noon. Potter tells Abner to mind his own business. 

Potter makes up a foursome with Bangs Kemble and two 
of his friends—-Alanson Van Houten, a well-known financial 
buccaneer, and Marie Losser, who might be an adventuress. 
The dead man has been identified as Tanis Hammer. Potter 
suddenly recalls Van Houten mentioning the name to her 
uncle at Miami at a casual meeting the previous winter. 

The match is played and Potter tests Van Houten's nerve. 
It breaks on the last hole. She drops hints about Hammer 
that alarm her opponent and she deduces that Van Houten is 
in some way connected with the mystery surrounding her 
uncle. Through Abner Seward she finds out that Van 
Houten's principal financial enemy is John Wilder, who lives 
in a neighboring city. 

Wilder tells her that her uncle is known to have an interest 
in an American syndicate operating in Peru and that Ham- 
mer had been in Peru in behalf of the syndicate. Van Houten 
perhaps covets the concession and Uncle Beau is the victim 
of terrorism or blackmail. 

Potter sees a lot of Van Houten, seeking to solve the 
mystery. She confronts Beau with Van Houten and by 
virtue of her newly acquired knowledge at last forces her 
uncle to talk. Beau had been found in a compromising posi- 
tion and Hammer was attempting to get him to part with 
his interest in the syndicate as the price of silence. Uncle 
Beau refused. They were talking on the edge of the golf 
course when Hammer was shot from behind. 

Alanson Van Houten proposes marriage to Potter, threat- 
ening to expose Beauchamp East if she refuses, "The an- 
swer," says Potter, “is no." 


XI. Porter EAST was dancing with 
Bangs Kemble. It was the usual informal Saturday evening 
party at the country club and it marked Uncle Beauchamp’s 
reappearance in society after a lapse of the incredible period 
of a week. 

His round face was alight with the joy of living, and his 
person fairly flamed with such raiment as was calculated 
by him best to catch and to hold the favorable attention 
of the opposite sex. 

“That,” said Bangs, “is an outstanding garment your 
uncle is sporting.” 

“Uncle has wonderful taste," Potter replied. “All of it 
bad. But you do notice him." 

“He’s been ill, has he not?" 

Potter glanced up at the young man in a cornerwise, in- 
terested way and paused before she replied. "He's been 
interesting," she said, “but not exactly an invalid. And now 
would you take a look!” 

Mr. East was leading out upon the floor a very blond 
young lady who suffered from what photographers call 


overexposure, 
“T wondered," said Potter. 
“Wondered what?” 


“When the demure Marie Losser would flash across 
uncle’s horizon. She’s his type. Uncle gravitates to slightly 
draped blondes as rivers flow to the sea—only the rivers get 
some place and all uncle ever gets is in a mess. But Miss 
Losser’s a friend of yours, isn’t she?” 

“Only an acquaintance,” said Mr. Kemble. 
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"DON'T YOU 
THINK HE'S 
JUST TOO 
CUNNING, 
MISS LOSSER, 
WHEN HE 
MOUNTS HIS 
CHARGER 
AND GALLOPS 
OFF ACROSS 
THE DESERT 

SANDS)” 


“Presently Uncle Beau will have danced his fourth straight 
dance with her. He will have arrived by then at the lonely 
heart stage. To all intents and purposes he will have made a 
proposal of marriage and laid himself open to a breach-of- 
promise action. If he dances five dances with her, his hand 
will itch to take pen in hand and write her compromising 
letters. My uncle and a blonde and a fountain pen make a 
combination hard to beat. But he is beautiful, isn’t he?” 

“Magnificent,” agreed Mr. Kemble. 

Presently the music stopped and Potter maneuvered her 
partner to the spot where Uncle Beau stood gazing raptly up 
into the deceptively vapid eyes of Miss Losser. He frowned 
slightly at his niece’s approach. 

“Go away,” he said. 

"No way to speak to a chaperon,” said Potter, “and 
besides, it’s my duty to warn Miss Losser against your en- 
dearing young charms. My uncle, Miss Losser, is a gentle- 
man vampire. He loves 'em and leaves 'em. Outwardly he 
may seem to you a beautiful and harmless creature, but his 
heart is malignant and his object is not matrimony.” 

“Not really?" said Miss Losser with childlike wonder. 
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“Potter,” said Uncle Beau majestically, “you are 
impertinent.” 
“What, again? I’m thinking, Miss Losser, of fixing 
him up like a well-kept lawn.” 

"Lawn—you mean grass?" Marie did the dumb lady 
with excellent effects. 

“Exactly. I'm going to post him at strategic points with 
Keep Off the Grass signs." 

Miss Losser's eyes remained big and innocent, but her lips 
twitched once and Potter knew that the war was on. 

Uncle Beau expanded his chest and puffed out his cheeks 
and assumed so portentous a mien that he resembled a 
hand-painted frog with a ruffled disposition. 

“Children,” he said blightingly, “should—er—be seen 
and not heard.” 


B OTTER smiled genially. “ Will 
you tell Mr. Van Houten what I said about keeping off the 
grass? He might be interested." 

“Why should he be?” asked Miss Losser. 

“Because the laborer is worthy of nis hire only when he 
delivers the goods,” Pottér said sententiously. “Uncle, hand 
over your fountain pen." 

" What do you want with my pen?" 

“I want to unload it," she said. "There's a law against 
carrying concealed weapons. You've no idea, Miss Losser, 
how he shoots off letters with that pen.” 

“I don't understand jokes very well," said Marie. “People 
tell me I've no sense of humor." 

The music recommenced and Potter found herself looking 
up into the face of Abner Seward, which was rather set and 
very determined. 
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“My dance,” he said shortly. 
“By what act of Congress?" asked Potter. But she per- 
mitted herself to be led out upon the floor because it was an 
excellent moment to exit from the scene. 

“Why the genial smile and the debonair manner?” she 
asked. 

"Pretty gang you're training with," said Abner. 

“Did you ever," she asked, "try minding your own 
business?” 

“Once,” he said, “and no good came of it.” 

“ You've stuck your fingers in my mud pies ever since I 
was five years old," said Potter, "and the novelty is 
wearing off.” 

“Tm going right on sticking them in until you're seventy- 
five," Abner said placidly, ‘‘and you're going to take it and 
like it." 


Whoosu: Playing a new charac- 
ter, eh? The strong, voluble man! Stern and rock-bound. 
And what, little playmate, do you think that'll get you?” 

“A wife," said Abner. 

“Meaning me?" 

“Meaning you.” 

"Wouldn't you be a swell knickknack to have around the 
house?" 

“ Better than that piece of golf-playing bric-a-brac you've 
been wearing in your hair." 

“He’s charming," said Potter provocatively; “perfectly 
charming." 

"I'm delivering an ultimatum,” said Abner, still with a 
placidity quite astonishing to Potter. "It begins with an 
announcement of fact, and works through various stages to 
a prophecy." 

“You dance quite well,” Potter said judicially, "for a 
young man with big feet.” 

“The opening fact," he said, ignoring her conversational 
offering, ‘‘is that I love you.” 

“The words have a familiar ring.” 

“Feel jn my vest pocket,” said Abner. 

“What for?" 

“The ring," he said. “It’s there. I bought it today. And 
it's a knock-out. Want to see it?” 

“No.” 

“All right. I'l show it to you in a minute." 

“You are supposed to be a hard-headed, rising young man 
of affairs," she said. “ Have you been overworking?” 
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“To repeat," he said calmly, “I love you. I have loved 
you since I could spell it. I'm going to be loving you when I 
have to say it through false teeth." 

“Now, there's romance!" exclaimed Potter. 

“And the ultimatum,” said Abner, “is that you are going 
to marry me or else ——" 

“Or else what?" 

“I haven't thought that up yet, because you are going to 
marry me. So I bought the engagement ring and you may 
begin wearing it now if you like." 

“When,” asked Potter, “did you take up golf?” 

“I didn’t.” 

“And still you’re going to marry me?” 

“Believe it or not,” said Abner almost jovially. 

“Perhaps,” she said patiently, “‘you’ve been a little deaf, 
or maybe a little dumb. But I do think, if I am not wholly in 
error, that I have hinted that golf is important in my life. 
I'm going to play golf with my husband, and not fight with 
him because I play it. I'm not going to have the neighbors 
pitying him because he is a golf widower. Am I clear, or have 
Ileft something out? No golf, no husband." 

“Would you marry me if I took up this game of prairie 
ping-pong?" 

"Probably not. But it would let you enter the tourna- 
ment." 

“Well, listen, sweetheart —if you held up your right hand 
and swore to marry me Monday if I took up golf, I wouldn't. 
First, because I don't like it, and, second, because it would 
be most abominably bad judgment to give in to you right at 
the start-off, Then who would boss the shanty all our lives?” 

“I would," said Potter promptly. 

“There you are," said Abner. 

“T would, anyhow,” said Potter. 

“It'll be fun finding out,” said Abner imperturbably. “By 
the way, I’m taking a vacation starting Monday.” 

* How can the affairs of the nation spare you?” 

“Your affairs are more important just now.” 

“What have my affairs to do with it?" 

“Arequipa,” said Abner in a lower voice, 

He felt her stiffen in his arms, and she did not speak until 
they had danced half the length of the room. “What,” she 
asked, “do you know about that?” 
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"Not enough,” said Abner, ‘Hence the vaca- 
tion." 

“Abner,” she said in a strained voice, “don’t be 
an idiot.” 

“It’s about time someone was an idiot, if taking 
a hand in this is being one. You'd be surprised how 
bright Iam. I’m so bright I can see that the swell- 
est girl in the world—which is you— wouldn't be 
letting her name be linked with Alanson Van 
Houten’s from choice. You couldn’t like the man, 
yet you let him ogle you and monopolize you, and 
get you talked about. There’s only one answer. 
You have to." 

“Nonsense.” 

“Will you tell me all you know, so I can help 
intelligently?” 

*There’s nothing to tell.” 

"I'm sorry. It would help," Abner said. 


Tus music stopped. “I’m 
tired," said Potter; *let's not dance the encore. 
There's uncle. I don't want to leave him alone 
wiih that lovely lady.” 

"She's in it, isn't she?" 

“In what?” asked Potter. “Come along." 

As they approached, Uncle Beau dropped Miss 
Losser’s hand, which he had been stroking with 
marked pleasure, and assumed a look of dignified 
aloofness. 

“Did you get it brushed off?" asked Potter. 

“What brushed off?" he asked guiltily. 

“Whatever was on Miss Losser's hand," said 
Potter. “It must have stuck tight. You certainly 
did scrub." 

“Shall we—ah—shall we ——'' 

“Er,” prompted Potter. 

"Have some refreshments?" finished Uncle 
Beau. 

“There’s Walker Forest," said Abner. “He 
hasn't been around much since he was appointed 
police commissioner." 

Uncle Beau started and stared and lost his 
aplomb. He did not like the mention of anything 
connected with the police, even his old friend 
Forest. "Let's go into the grill,” he said hurriedly. 

He started off at once at a sort of trot and the 
rest followed toa table ina cool corner of the room. 
Potter stepped to the window to look out upon 
the moonlit golf course, whose gracious sweep was 
lovely in the mysterious, silvery glow. She con- 
tinued to stand, delighting in the illusion of it, 
when a meek voice spoke at her side. 

“ Miss East, I—can I speak to you a moment?” 

She turned and smiled in the pleasant way she had with 
servants. "Why, of course, John,” she said to the waiter. 
“What is it?" 

“Tt’s—it’s kind of important, Miss East.” 

“Go right ahead, then,” she said. 

“I wouldn't say anything, but my wife has been sick and 
I been in pretty hard luck and all." 

“That’s too bad, John. Tell me all about it.” 

“It’s about your uncle, Miss East, and the night that man 
was killed over there." 

She looked down at him and suddenly did not like his eyes 
or the avid look in his eyes. 

“Well?” she asked shortly. 


I WAS walkin' out from town, and 
his car passed me. I seen it turn into the lane over there, 
and he put out the lights. But there was a moon and I seen 
him walk down the lane toward the spot where that man 
was found." 

“You're sure it was my uncle, John?" 

“T could swear to it—if I had to.” 

"And what else did you see?” 

“T saw another man, when your uncle was gone, get out of 
the shrubbery and follow after him cautious." 

“Did you recognize the other man?” 

“Couldn’t see him plain, miss.” 

“But you could see my uncle plain?” 

* Oh, yes, miss." 

“Thank you for telling me, John." 

He looked up at her and the avid look became more 
distinct and legible. 

“I been havin’ awful tough luck, miss. I thought maybe 
you'd like to kind of help me along some.” 

"About how much did you think I'd like to help?" 

“Well, tonight maybe a hunderd dollars to sort of bind the 
bargain." 

“Oh, a bargain? What bargain?” 

“That I was to keep my mouth shut, miss, and not let on 
to anybody what I seen.” 


(Continued on Page 127) 
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Olhe Hostess and the ( Journal Kitchen 
seta color. ul Christmas dinner table. 


GE is nonexistent on Christmas Day. Willy-nilly, we 
are children; our celebrations prove it. With child- 
like simplicity we demand a day glamorous with 
fulfilled anticipations. Not even dinner plans 

should stray far from cherished traditions. 

We can thank the good Dutch burghers for most of our 
Christmas jollity. A bedecked tree, gayly caparisoned gifts 
and family feasting are customs that they brought to New 
Amsterdam. Yuletide has been a specially beloved feast in 
Holland and Germany since the ninth century. Though Eng- 
lish folklore is rich in Christmas carols, Cromwell and the 
Puritans frowned severely on a frivolous celebration. In fact, 
Massachusetts, that stronghold of the Puritan 
fathers, waited until 1856 to make December 
twenty-fifth a legal holiday. Tradition does, how- 
ever, report that the capacious hold of the good 
ship Mayflower held a barrel of holly along with 
all the heirlooms beloved of our hearts. 
; If a sprig of mistletoe is magic in your home, 

this old Derbyshire myth may amuse you. The 
kissing bunch is magic only as long as it has ber- 
ries. Alas, they are all too quickly depleted, since 
one must be plucked for every kiss. In old Norse 
mythology, mistletoe is sacred to Freya, the 
goddess of love, but only while it is neither under 
nor on the earth but hangs from on high. 

Be generous with holly; 'tis hateful to witches. 

Do all the poets in your family have their 
rightful opportunity to shine? A hilarious dinner 
is assured if they add a bit of satirical poetry or 
blank verse to silly gifts at each place. Note the 
careful wrapping that we gave to our nickel 
jokes. 

Though only a foolish virgin would decorate 
her Christmas table with pastel posies in a mod- 
ernist design, some up-to-the-minute touch is 
approved by every clever hostess. The brass 


Candy—Longchamps. 
Table settings—R. H. Macy & Co. 





MENU 


Fruit Spears 
Roast Turkey Kentucky Stuffing Brown Gravy 
Celery Curla Assorted Olives 
Watermelon Pickle 
Mashed Potato Individual Cranberry Molds 
Riced Steamed Chestnuts Green Beans 
Apple-Ring-and-Carrot Salad Cheese Sticks 
Marshmallow Ice-Cream Loaf 
Strawberry Marzipan Chocolate Holly Coffee 
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bowls for holly in our table center are an important fashion 
note from the French Colonial Exposition. So give a prom- 
inent place to your antique brass and copper heirlooms, 
especially if they are suited to the still-popular low-flower 
arrangements. On our table the glow of the brass balances 
delightfully the gold luster of the service plates and the 
spirals on the Dresden dessert service. We omitted candles 
because Christmas dinner is so generally served in the 
afternoon. 

In using Christmas greens, contrast is important. The un- 
trimmed pine tree on our table is a charming variant from 
the children’s big tree. But if your table is gay with your 
only Christmas tree, forget the restraint of the 
simple pine cones and remember the traditions 
by loading it quite madly with glistening stars 
and pop-corn animals. To make the latter, mold 
small pop-corn balls of various sizes and form 
them into dolls or animals with toothpick joints. 
A clove or a raisin makes a most intelligent eye. 

The first essential to consider in arranging your 
dinner menuis your own convenience. Do remem- 
ber that Christmas Eve has but a few hours and 
that Christmas Day itself should be as carefree 
as possible. One mother of a large family invites 
her bachelor and spinster friends to a tree- 
trimming oyster stew on Christmas Eve. While 
the men trim the high-boughed tree, the women 
stuff the turkey and prepare most of the Christ- 
mas dinner. This clever custom gives a glow of 
intimate family activity to her homeless friends 
as well as eases her holiday labors. 

Roast turkey is a truly American institution. 
In England, tradition demands roast beef; in 
Germany, a goose is the preferred meat. Have 
you tried roast duck with peanut stuffing, 


(Continued on Page 111) 
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UNIOR’S been wanting a tool chest ever 
since he saw Teddy Wilson’s. Honestly, he’s 
hardly talked about anything else. I suppose 
he’ll whittle and saw and pound everything 
in the house,” Lucy laughed; “but goodness! they’re only 
young once. I think we ought to give them everything we 
can.” She looked for a moment at Charlie. “Don’t you?” 
she asked firmly, and added as if it had been a hitherto- 
overlooked observation, “Christmas only comes once a 
year, It isn’t,” she went on, “as if the poor little things had 
as much as half the others in the block.” 

Charlie stirred. “Whatever you think, dear.” It was an 
answer he had learned when the first of the three children 
had been born; he had found that it was the most completely 
satisfying one in the language to Lucy. 

“Well, I guess I'll get it, then. Sister wants a doll. I'll 
make it two outfits.” 

“T thought she had dozens of dolls?” 

“Yes, I know, but she wants a new one. Sister really 
shows a perfectly beautiful maternal complex,” Lucy told 
him complacently and out of the information gathered from 
the Mothers’ Study Club. 

Something in Charlie moved toward a gentle rebellion. 
He arrested it sharply. An undefined sense of disloyalty 
made him remind himself that a “ perfectly beautiful mater- 
nal complex” didn’t at all mean loneliness for a father. 

He heard Lucy saying, "Baby's too young to know what 
it’s all about this year. We'll just put something in the bank 
for his college fund.” 


Ai right," Charlie brightened 
hopefully, “and then if I'm not quite able to do it in Decem- 
ber, because of the extra bills and all, Lucy, why, we can 
deposit it later and ——" 

Lucy turned shocked eyes upon him. “Oh, no, dear! That 
wouldn't be in the spirit of Christmas at all, would it? And 
I want the entries in the bank book so that when he grows 
up he can see what we gave him on his very first little 
Christmas.” 

Charlie had a moment’s vision of Baby at twenty fever- 
ishly reading his bank book. It didn’t quite fit, but, any- 
way, Lucy had a feeling about these things, and so, “Oh. 
Yes, I see," he told her. “Well, and what do you want, Lucy? 
Now, you tell me something nice that you'd really like.” 

In his mind he saw himself going into a shop to select 
something. Perhaps a pocketbook. Turning over this one 
and that. Demanding to see one in the showcase. Or a 
negligee, Rather fun picking out a negligee 
for Lucy. He wouldn't be embarrassed a 
bit, because it would be for her. 


LUCY FLUNG OPEN 
THE DOOR OF THE 
LIVING ROOM. FOR 
A SECOND THERE 
WAS A DEEP SILENCE 
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dits fun cis aret 


By VIRGINIA DALE. 


“TIl tell you, dear," she said, “you just give me a check. 
Then I can get whatever I want.” 

“But ——” How to explain to her that that didn't make 
it seem like Christmas? “That’s what you wanted on your 
birthday and our anniversary," he reminded her, “and then 
you don't actually get yourself a thing. It just sort of melts 
away, doesn't it?” 

“Well, it’s a grand present to have something extra to 
melt,” she pointed out. A listening look swept over her face. 
“Sh-h-h! Is that the baby? Yes, it is." She was gone. 

Charlie sat on with his evening paper, not really seeing it, 
just thinking. In his mind columns of figures pursued each 
other, each topped by a grinning Santa Claus. Presently he 
took out a pencil and began making figures on the margin of 
the paper. They resulted in news more sensational to him 
than any headline. 

Lucy returned, announcing, ** He's asleep again. What are 
you doing, dear?” 

"Nothing. Just kind of running over expenses." 

* Well, we'll just have to come out all right somehow. I've 
made out my lists completely. I'm going to send mother a 
check." It was funny about checks. They always amounted 
to more than the price of a gift somehow. Was it because 
their giver realized he must make up for his lack of imagina- 
tion? Charlie sighed. 

A new thought struck Lucy. "Now, what do you want, 
Charlie? Tell me." She took up a pair of Junior's little 
pants and began busily on buttons. “ What would you really 
like, hum?" 

Charlie laughed. “ You just forget me, Lucy. I don’t want 
a thing. I give you my word I'll be sore as an Indian if you 
go spending money on me. I mean it, now. There's nothing I 
wantat all.” He had a positive feeling of deep 
deceit as he said it. As far back as September 
Charlie Peters had had a clear, urgent desire 
to own a certain thing. He had always recog- 
nized the impossibility of possession, had re- 
minded himself a thousand times that it was 
a downright selfish wish. “Fine right I'd have 
to a thing like that. Me, the 
father of a family and all." 

They had been walking down 
State Street from a movie, he and 
Lucy and Junior and Sister and 
Baby, when he had seen it. He 
was carrying Baby asleep in his 
arms and he shifted him just a 
little to see better. 




















“Come on. What's the matter? Did he wake up?” Lucy 
asked anxiously. Her time was divided between fear that 
Baby would wake up and fear that he wouldn't go to sleep. 

“No, he’s all right. I was just —” Charlie paused. His 
eyes were glued on the plate-glass window that magnetized 
him as it presented an impenetrable wall between him and 
his desire. He swallowed. “Look, Lucy. Did you ever see 
anything to beat that?” 

“What? Beat what, Charlie?” 

“That set of golf clubs. Look at that iron. And the spoon— 
that’s the spoon on the left there, Lucy. And that club’s the 
driver. It ——” 


They all look the same to me,” 
Lucy declared. “Come on, Charlie. The children are tired. 
We have to get home.” 

Junior was suddenly inspired. “I want now a nice-cream 
cone,” he demanded. 

“Soda I,” Sister instantly piped. “I want ——” 

“Charlie, please come.” Sometimes Lucy's tone to him 
was identical to that she used when she corrected the 
children. 

He had half thought that he might save dollar by dollar 
enough for the clubs by next summer. If Lucy didn't miss 
what he put aside, if there was no other need on earth for 
the money, if he went to the one-arm lunch room instead of 
around the corner with the boys at noon, he might make it. 
He saw himself out on the city's public links carrying those 
clubs, making a hole in one, explaining casually, “ Well, you 
see, I use this. You can see for yourself what a driver it is," 
to everyone's admiration. 

But when he had twenty dollars it was time to begin pay- 
ing the dentist for Junior's teeth-straightening business. 
When he got nine together Sister was to be in a kermis 

and had to have a costume. Then both children 
developed an ambition for bank accounts. Over 
and above the habitual dimes and quarters 
for ice cream and movies, life became a series 
of payments for services rendered. “Junior, 
see if you can find daddy his pipe," Charlie 
might ask unwarily, and Junior would respond 
inflexibly, “I will if you'll 
gimme a nickel now." 

“Teddy Wilson's daddy 
gives him a dime every day 
when he don't get no spot 
on the tablecloth," Sister 
announced one night. 

“I betcha now our 
daddy'll give us more 


(Continued on Page 102) 
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Congressional Patent? Ni dicina 


HE new Congress will shortly come into session 

amid a deluge of panaceas and patent- 

medicine remedies for whatever ails us and the 
rest of the world. During recent months we have 
seen many trial balloons sent up in the effort to get 
the sentiment of the country toward foreign-debt 
cancellation, fiat money, billion-dollar farm relief, an 
American dole, three per cent beer, employment in- 
surance, horizontal trusts. It is a poor politician who 
can’t think up at least one way to save the world. 

But panaceas that attempt to resuscitate business 
by dipping deeper into the public treasury will leave 
us worse off than we have ever been. Charity never 
breeds self-reliance; it rarely gives permanent relief 
either to a man or to a business. And whatever char- 
ity our Government may extend to our European 
debtors or to our own unfortunate unemployed will 
have to be paid some day in higher and still higher 
taxes. A twenty-five per cent income tax is the pay- 
ment England is making right now. 

Keep an eye on your congressman and your sena- 
tors this winter. And don’t be afraid to protest if they 
start saddling you with more burdens of expense 
than you can bear. You elected them; they will be 
looking to you for reélection. 


How Much is Enough? 


UITE commonly wives object to their husbands’ 

buying life insurance. ‘‘ You will live longer than 
I will,” they are likely to argue, “and anyway, we 
need the money for other things.” 

But women generally outlive men, and the widow 
with no money and no business experience is one of 
the most tragic of figures. 

So the question for every family man to ask himself 
and his wife is not, ‘‘Shall I buy life insurance or 
not?" but rather "How much will be enough to 
support my family?” 

And the answer is to be found not in the face 
value of the insurance policy, because that money 
may be dissipated in bad investments or exhausted 
in living expenses, but in the amount of annual in- 
come that the sum total will pay. 

The huge amount of life insurance now in force is 
perhaps the finest indication we have of the love men 
have for their families, and of the responsibility they 
feel for the future of their wives and children. 


Dividends of Deceney 


ET me quote from an open letter from Mrs. Thomas 
G. Winter, associate director of public relations 
of the Association of Motion-Picture Producers: 


Hard sledding struck the motion-picture theaters, as it 
did almost every other business in the country, but out of 
the situation something very interesting has come—namely, 
the proof that people have money to spend on moderate- 
priced amusement when that amusement really satisfies 
them. One of the most important of the trade journals has 
been making two investigations. One shows that in the 
downtown theaters of twenty-six of our largest cities the 
pictures that are paying are seventy per cent of the clean 
type—just the kind of pictures we are battling for. 


It is a hopeful sign if the motion-picture industry 
is learning that decency pays. The mothers of young 
children could have told them a long time ago. 
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Women at Arms 


OMAN has long been accounted an essential 

opponent of war. Wifehood and motherhood 
are generally believed to confer upon her a natural 
antipathy to the greatest and grimmest of human 
follies. 

But the communist govemment of Soviet Russia, 
which denies most of our social concepts, is now en- 
gaged upon a practical experiment to refute this one. 
It is trying to demonstrate that women can readily 
be changed into soldiers. 

Not only does the ministry of war plan to organize 
one large section of Russia’s feminine population into 
a military unit charged with all those services of 
transit, communication and supply once as completely 
in masculine hands as any weapon. Such an enor- 
mous extension of the women’s army-auxiliary-corps 
idea, evolved in the World War, would indeed release 
many million Russian men for actual fighting. But 
the Soviet Government goes further. It is promot- 
ing among the remaining women throughout the 
country a system of rifle clubs, which are feminine 
militia companies, ready for instant mobilization, 
competently officered, severely trained, expertly 
hardened, for use as fighting factors in the field. 

Here is something new to civilization. Women 
fought when mankind was in the very earliest stages 
of savagery, and women mob members, unorganized 
militant women in the brief Paris Commune, and the 
women’s Legion of Death in 1917 were throwbacks 
to those early days. 

Few people ouside the Soviets will regard Mos- 
cow’s latest experiment as a forward movement. 
Fewer still will believe it can succeed. 


Home Ownership 


HE President’s Conference on Home Building 

and Home Ownership—with some 1400 mem- 
bers—will meet in Washington in December. 
Twenty-odd committees which have been studying 
architecture, construction, household management, 
industrial housing, Negro housing, farm housing, 
slums, kitchens, subdivision layout, taxation, finance, 
and a wide variety of other subjects will make their 
reports. 

But it is exceedingly doubtful if any solution will 
be offered for the one great problem which the Presi- 
dent emphasized when he first called this confer- 
ence—namely, a new method of home-ownership 
finance, under which the buying or building of a 
small house would be made feasible and easy for 
people of any means, large or small. Like most big 
conferences, this one has involved itself in so many 
ramifications that the primary purpose is well-nigh 
forgotten. 

However, other agencies are at work on the home- 
finance problem, and when it is solved the buying of a 
home will be on the same easy basis as the present 
purchase of a motor car or a radio or a washing ma- 
chine or any other desired convenience. 

And meantime the JOURNAL, through its architec- 
tural department, has already distributed more than 
20,000 House Patterns as a very real contribution to 
home building and home ownership in America. 
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he Advance of Education 


OME of the states, it is reported, are trying to 

relieve unemployment by forcing more children 
of working age into school this winter. But even so, 
according to the American Federation of Labor, child 
labor has gained 103,000 in the past two years. 

Amore hopeful view of the advance in educational 
facilities is contained in several memorandums re- 
cently issued by the Office of Education of the De- 
partment of the Interior. For instance: 

The average American boy or girl of 1931 receives 
two more years of schooling than the child of 1914. 
His chances of going to high school, which were only 
one in ten in 1900, are now even; and his chances of 
college, which were one in thirty-three in 1900, are 
now one in six. 

Nearly 50,000 school buses carry 2,000,000 children 
425,000 miles to and from 17,000 schools daily, at a 
cost of about $40,000,000 a year. Indiana alone spent 
$4,000,000 in 1930. 

Three out of four students earn their way through 
college. 

Sixty cents pays for one day’s education for a 
child in the average city public school. 


for Jour Benevolence 


OWEVER great the new and unusual demands 

upon all our pocketbooks this year, there are 
several old friends whom we must continue to sup- 
port, so that their good work may go on. 

The National Tuberculosis Association is selling 
penny Christmas seals for the twenty-fifth time—and 
2084 associations depend for their support upon this 
sale. 

The Salvation Army, through Commander Evange- 
line Booth, is girding itself to help those who live 
on the edge of mere subsistence—and its good works 
are too well known to need elaboration. 

The Volunteer Prison League will, as usual, pack 
boxes of toys and clothing for the families of men in 
prison. Gifts should be sent to Mrs. Ballington 
Booth, Volunteers of America, 34 West Twenty- 
eighth Street, New York. 


tlhe M, 'ystery of Christmas 


HEREIN lies the spirit of Christmas? Is it in 

the festivity of the season with its lights and 
decorations? Is it in the giving and receiving of pres- 
ents? Or is it in the homecoming of the family? 

Of course it is all of these, but there are other oc- 
casions for such celebrations, while Christmas has a 
character all its own which is duplicated at no other 
time. 

The beauty of the Christmas story of the Babe 
lying in the manger; the awe, the mystery of helpless 
love coming into the world to transform it, brings one 
to his knees in thankful adoration, and sends him 
forth the better to serve his people and his God. 

The man who has not entered into this spirit has 
tasted only the froth of the cup of Christmas happi- 
ness. He who has not stood under the stars to thank 
God for this gracious deed, with the knowledge that, 
as far as in him lay, he has made this season happier 
for other men, knows only the second best in life. 

He is like one who has seen the stage setting, but 
has never beheld the play. 
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Christmas 


AST YEAR, for the first time, we abandoned 
the family Christmas. After all, the time 
had come when our children, all with small 
children of their own, were entitled to es- 

tablish their own Christmas traditions. 

It was not easy for us, this going to New York 
and moving about on Christmas morning, from 
house to house and from tree to tree. It seemed so 
short a time since we had all lined up outside the 
Christmas room at home and waited for the jingling 
of bells which announced William the gardener, 
dressed as Santa Claus in a red velvet suit and a 
beard and, as often as not, in addition to his pack, leading a 
puppy. But we wanted the boys to have the fun that we 
had had, and we wanted their children to associate Christ- 
mas with home, always and ever; so we went. 

There have been other changes, however, in our Christ- 
mases of recent years, I am not a forehanded woman, buy- 
ing gifts in the summer against the winter; and some years 
ago, finding that I was spending most of December buying 
gifts for people who were similarly occupied in buying gifts 
for me, I made out my list and then telephoned or wrote to 
the others, suggesting a moratorium! They accepted eagerly, 
and thereafter my Christmas giving outside the family has 
taken the form of money to those who needed it. It costs 
rather more, but it is worth it. 

My own feeling is that there is too much duty giving 
about Christmas, and not enough of the giving which is in 
the spirit of the day. I find, for instance, that I have more 
pleasure out of a modest check invested in Christmas baskets 
than out of most of my giving. But, after all, it is not only 
the very poor who need gifts. The lonely people need re- 
membering, and to those who are struggling a bit of a luxury 
is a precious thing. 

This exchange of gifts as a duty on Christmas Day can be 
ridiculous. Opening a parcel and staring at it: 

“Good gracious! And I only sent her a book!” 

We want no cessation of buying where it can be afforded. 
But we do need a change in distribution; to give fewer gifts 
asa matter of exchange, and more where they are needed. 


WP Mr. Coolidge on Sheep 
A. 


f ONE DAY MR. COOLIDGE was going down the 
Potomac on the Mayflower, and was surveying some aban- 
doned plantations along the banks. 

“Why don't they try sheep?” he said. 

“There is very little money in sheep, Mr. President, under 
these conditions.” 

He stared out thoughtfully. 

“My father raised sheep once," he drawled. 
seventy-five dollars, one year, out of them." 


"He made 


^ A Letter to the Author 
‘~ 


f “HOW MANY OF OUR SOCIETY FOLKS, and 
others as well, who go on round-the-world trips, to dude 
ranches, to swanky beaches or mountain resorts for the 
summer season, or to Florida 
in the winter, think of the 
shopkeepers they left behind, 
holding the stacks of unpaid 
bilis which these people, either 
thoughtlessly or indifferently, 
have left unpaid or forgotten? 

“Tf these people would pay 
them, thousands of dollars 
would be put into circulation, 
possibly millions. They have 
to pay cash to get to 
their various vacation 
points, so why should 
they hang up the 
butcher, grocer, milliner 
and dressmaker, and go 
off to their several 
amusements without so 
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much as an ‘Excuse me!’” It is not without reason that 
the generally accepted cross-word-puzzle synonym for es- 
caping the rent is move." 


WP Cherishing Old Griefs 
iW 


I IT IS ESPECIALLY AT CHRISTMAS that old 
memories revive, and old griefs. But there are people who 
can never forget them. For twenty years a woman I knew 
would cross the street to avoid speaking to me, who had been 
the playmate of the smali child she had lost so long ago. 

I often think of the many houses and many lives which 
are ruined by this cherishing of old griefs; the closed room, 
darkened and set apart, the chair sacred to a memory, the 
perennial mourning. Ido not want such grieving when I am 
gone. To be remembered, yes. To cast a perennial cloud over 
other lives, never. I want to be remembered as the good com- 
panion, who was happy only when those she cared about 
were happy. Otherwise I am sure I could not rest. 

Women are particularly given to this mistaken loyalty, 
and especially women of a former generation. Never shall I 
forget the high courage of those war mothers who wrote me 
that their boys had not come back. I felt that I could not 
bear those letters, coming in day after day. But side by side 
with elderly women who are going on with an unselfish effort 
to put aside old sorrows are others who nurse their sad 
memories, dampen the youth about them, and are melan- 
choly, or bitter, or disillusioned. Here and there, too, is one 
who finds in this holding on to some long-ago tragedy her 
single claim to consideration, and so emphasizes it. 

“She never got over it" may be true, often is true. It is 
only when this cherishing of old griefs destroys other lives 
that it becomes supreme selfishness. 


\/ Cutting Down Expenses 


Ww VA FRANKLY, CUTTING DOWN EXPENSES is 
one of the most difficult things I ever face. Yet I should know 
how to do it. There have been several lean periods in my life, 
and years ago depressed business conditions brought a great 
tragedy to my family, We had tried to prevent it, but I have 
asked myself ever since: 

“Did we do enough? Could we have cut more? Have 
done without more?” 

I was only eighteen, but I have carried the scar of that 
failure ever since. 

It seems to me that there is only one rule for such periods: 
To spend when one can afford to spend, and that as freely as 
possible; or when income is reduced, to cut rigorously, throw 


“GOOD GRACIOUSI 
AND I ONLY SENT 
HER A BOOK!” 


pride to the winds, cease to compete with other 
people, and face the situation squarely. It seems 
cynical to say that it is fashionable to be poor just 
now, but it is true. 

The painful part of such cutting is usually that 
of the woman of the family. Wage cutting in indus- 
try or parting with old employes is sad, but busi- 
ness is largely impersonal. It is the woman who 
faces the problems of food and clothing, of mak- 
ing the lowered income cover the same field as 
the larger. Usually she begins first to save on her- 
self, and very often she does without necessities 
in order to enable her family to carry on much as 
before. 

I think a definite damage is done in those families 
where this system prevails, and it has been my own 
experience that it is unnecessary; that children and 
young people, told frankly of the conditions, are 
usually eager to coóperate; and that the man of the 
average household has few extravagant tastes at 
any time. 


v Cruelty to Children 
Ww 


MY SMALL SISTER was always given 
my clothing as fast as I outgrew it, after the thrifty 
custom of those days; and as I grew fairly fast, she 
was a sizable girl before she had much of her own that 
was new. I can look back now and see an unrecognized 
cruelty in that. Those coats and dresses might have been 
dyed or altered beyond recognition, but, of course, they 
never were. 

And I can look back on other unconscious cruelties to chil- 
dren—to the boys forced to wear long curls, and obliged to 
fight the sneering groups of shock-headed youngsters who 
jeered at them; to some who came to school ragged, badly in 
need of patch or darn, and who almost inevitably became 
the bad boys of the school, because they were determined to 
offset somehow the 
inferiority sense of 
those rags. Years 
later I was myself 
to commit such a 
cruelty, to bring 
home from England 
three Eton suits 
with the long gray 
trousers and short 
black coats of the 
British schoolboy, 
and to use them as 
party clothes for my 
three small sons! 

Just how many 
battles they fought 
as a result I do not 
know. But I do 
know that the in- 
feriority sense in 
children is often developed by their elders, and uncon- 
sciously. The mother's pride in the prettiest daughter can be 
a dreadful thing for the others. 

Neglect of the child’s appearance, open disappointment at 
slowness in lessons or at the lack of charm or beauty, indeed 
any failure to place the child as nearly as possible on a level 
with the children about him, is bad psychology and often 
it is downright cruelty. 





MOTHER’S PRIDE IN THE 
PRETTIEST 


4 A Footman Matinies 


WA A NEW AMBASSADRESS TO AMERICA faced 
an unusual situation not long ago. The butler reported to her 
that there was trouble among the footmen, and that one 
man in particular was the head of the revolt. 

“What does he say?" 

The butler bristled with indignation. 


(Continued on Page 39) 
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What Jewelry for Gifis? 


N SELECTING jewelry for a gift, I would 

first ask myself: “What kind looks most like 
her?” and “What will go best with the things 
she wears?" 

“Would she look best in the Victorian neck- 
lace—quaint in its old-fashionedness, but cer- 
tainly alert in fashion right now?" The first 
necklace illustrated is the old-fashioned kind 
with a locket. And the third illustration is a 
sparkling evening necklace with a locketlike 
pendant. This is the kind I would choose for the 
lady who likes her clothes formal. 

Or, “Can she wear the barbaric jewelry that 
we hear so much about—the rather heavy, 
colorful necklace that is primitive in design, but 
very modern and civilized in its appeal —like the 
second necklace sketched?" She could if she 
wears the informal clothes shown on the right. 

The kind that would go with either of them 
is a necklace of colored beads, made in three or 
four strands—like the bead collar sketched. 

Then, I might choose pearls, because they go 
with any kind of clothes—formal or informal. 

If I thought she were the sort to wear brace- 
lets, I would send her at least two— better, three 
or four of the rigid bracelets in a gay color. Or 
forevening, I would make it a point to have these 
bracelets sparkled—the sparklier the better. 
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orrect Dmh 


By AMOS PARRISH 


N ALL but one month ofthe year the important 





OES she dress like the woman on the right—a 

little informally? Is her coat made of a rough 

tweedy-looking material, trimmed with curly-haired 
fur, in this belted-in style? 

If she does, the accessories you give her are quite 
different from those you would give the lady on the 
left. Her costume is much more Final It’s right for 
most any occasion. The accessories given this person, 
if they were expected to go pleasantly with it, would 
have to havethe same feeling offormality the coat has. 





What Gloves or 
Gifis? 


F HER coat were the 

dress-up kind, I would 
choose a four-button slip-on 
like the top glove sketched. 
But I would not be wrong if 
I chose one of six or eight 
buttons. Either kid orsuéde. 

If she were wearing the in- 
formal coat, I would give her 
a pair of four-button hand- 
sewn gloves. But if she were 
the sort who could wear them, 
I'd get her a glove that flares 
up over the sleeve, She would 
most likely want her gloves 
dark to match her coat, but 
white ones are good for 
formal occasions. 


What Hosiery for 
Gifis? 


F IT were a question of 

what kind of hosiery, I cer- 
tainly would choose the kind 
that would look like a gift. I 
would see to it that they were 
out of the ordinary. 

The loveliest stockings 
that I could get her would be 
those that are meshlike or 
lacy. Not only would they 
be good-looking, but they 
would be exactly in fashion. 

One of the brown taupes 
or taupe beiges is the safest 
color, because it goes with so 
many dress colors. But who 
wants to be altogether safe 
with a Christmas present? 
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What Hand Bags or Gifts? 


N CHOOSING these for gifts, I would think 

of two things: First, the kind of leather and, 
then, the shape. 

To go with the informal co 
would prefer a bag made of rough leather. Or 
if not all rough leather, at least trimmed with 
rough leather—such as ostrich, pin seal or peli- 
can. The two top hand bags would qualify. 

But if I wanted a formal hand bag that 
would go with the coat at the left, I would 
choose a soft, rich-looking material such as 


oat at the right, I 













and narrow one. Or the 
dle —and I would see 
that the handle is decorated —or a much smaller 
bag if it were for dress wear. 


Your gift this Christmas will please because 
of itself and because it shows you know what is 
correct in dress. 

We've had lots of questions on some of these 
puzzling details of dress that have to be correct 
if you want to be effective and charming. 

We've answered some of these dress problems 
in a booklet which we'll be glad to send for a 
two-cent stamp. Ask for How TO CHOOSE 
CHARMING AND CorRECT Dress. Address 
Amos Parrish, LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL. 
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Vivid color! 


Sunny Flavor! 








Happy meals!i 


Salute your appetite with the gay sparkle of 







Your choice ... Every soup you 


ever want, ot its delicious best! Campbell's Tomato Soup. Its color is a flame. Its 
Clam Chowd D ` . 

Benn Consonné s Pepper Pot flavor is a victory. Your sense of taste instantly re- 

eel Julienne rintanier 

Bavillon Mock Turtle Tamato . . 

Celery Moltisctewny Vegetable sponds to its happy, refreshing goodness. Your whole 

Chicken-Gumbo Ox Tail Vermicelli-Tamato 


meal takes on a new glow and enjoyment. For who 


11 cents o can s . : GIG 
look ror RENE adire TREE could feel the quick, bright tang of this vivid soup 


without a thrill of pleasure? Pure, tonic tomato 
juices, luscious tomato meat, in a rich puree thot is 


sheer sunshine. Taste it—and make a friend for life! 


To prepare Cream of Tomato: ) 
Simply mix Compbell's Tomoto Soup 
with an equol quantity of milk or cream, 


With Campbell's Sou stir while heoting but do not boil. 
3 : Serve immediately. Mony prefer to Camper, Soup Coe Y 
OEN, N.J., Wao. 


in front of me, : 
i use evaporated milk for extra richness. 


My style's worth 





Going far to seel 


MEAL-PLANNING !S EASIER WITH DAILY CHOICES FROM CAMPBELL'S 21 SOUPS 
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The suitis the thing—and that means 
a blouse. Patou created the one above 
for his ensemble, “Seduction,” in tur- 
quoise satin with Persian embroidery. 

And the new suits are nothing like 
the severely tailored affairs we have 
known. Patou’s “Suivez-moi,” below, 
has a jacket in beige broadcloth 
trimmed with brown astrakhan to 
match the brown skirt. 


























„= 
*- 
-- 
Mainbocher 
Above at the left is a coat from Lelong— 
who makes it in black broadcloth with a , 
white cloth collar ending in a scarf, posed . s> 
under a natural lynx collar. : i 
Leopard is one of the smartest furs you $ d d i 
can wear this winter. Mainbocher uses it we i P 
for an Eton jacket and big muff with a n | i D 
black jersey tiered frock. i 
! 
i 
i 
Í 
Schiaparelli Bruyere Patou 
The stunning frock above is from Schiaparelli, who is 
practical and daring ìn her use of diagonal striped and 
plain woolen fabrics. Here she combines very coarse, 
heavy, dark blue wool crêpe with wool in stripes of P 
brown, beige and white on dark brown. The gold ring is 1 i Vg 
one of her novelty details this season. It replaces but- 
tons, and lifts up like a clip. a | 
The Agnés hat shown with it is rather “Mary Stuart" 
in line and it is made in black felt piped in bright red, cd | 
with red grosgrain ribbon trimming. . 
This Bruyere suit, called “La Maslowa,” with its Ej ! ; 2 
three-quarter coat shows the wide armhole, in its widest ^ 7 i uw 


interpretation, so far as good dressing is concerned this "1 

winter. Persian lamb, in the same dark brown of the : 

ensemble, absorbs most of the top of the jacket. $ 
Here is one of those grand blouses that any woman 

would love to wear—created by Jane Régny in an en- 

semble called “Petit Diable.” In white georgette, its big a 

sleeves and silver-embroidered dicky make it irresistible. ni — 





M: 
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Why shouldn’t the floor in 
your sewing-room aid clever 
fingers? Why shouldn't that 
floor be so attractive as well 
that you could transform the 
room into a cheerful place for 
guests? One woman believed 
an Armstrong Floor would 
work this magic. Do you 
think she was successful? 
The floor, by the way, is one 
of the new Decorative Series, 
Embossed Inlaid No. 6202. 


UNLIT HOURS—and this room is a veri- 
S table beehive of activity. But when twilight 
steals across the floor, the song of the Singer, 
and of the sewer too, is hushed. The soft 
glow of lamplight reveals a room that any 
home maker would be proud to show to guests. 

Not even the floor will give the secret 
away. Lint, paper, pins, and threads brush 
tight up from its lacquer-sealed surface. It 
tells no tale of industry, but quietly and 
colorfully invites you to rest and relax. 

The clever home maker who planned this 
room takes genuine satisfaction, too, in the 
distinctive beauty of her Armstrong Floor. 
The design is one of the new decorative 
series introduced this year, a group of 
Armstrong’s Linoleum effects sponsored by 
decorators and architects. 

She discovered it at a local linoleum store. 
In less than a day the floor was in place, 
trimly tailored and firmly cemented over 
linoleum lining felt. One final touch 
—gay hooked rugs in front of bed and 
sewing-dressing table—and her room 
had as warm and as comfortable a floor 
as her heart could desire. 

, , , 
This floor suggestion shows taupe Jaspé Linoleum, No, 12, 


set off by a Linostrip border, No. 41—gust one of many 
distinctive effects you can plan with Armstrong’s Linoleum. 
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IS REALLY 
A SEWING ROOM 
BY DAY 


Hidden in your own home ate rooms 
as attractive as this. How you can 
bring out their beauty with the help of 
Armstrong Floors is the story our Bureau 
of Interior Decoration tells in the new 
“Home Decorator's Idea Book" — just 
published. All types of interiors are 


Armstrong's /inoleum floors 


FOR EV ER Y 


PLAIN». INLAID:* EMBOSSED^?*«* 


PRINTED. 


HOUSE 


illustrated in full color. You'll find its 
pocket-kit a handy place to keep clip- 
pings and samples. In addition, this 
home-planners’ guide brings you an 
offer of free color-scheme service in 
planning rooms that are different. Sent 
for 10¢ to cover mailing cost. (Canada, 
20¢.) Armstrong Cork Company, 
Floor Division, 948 Mary Armstrongs 
Street, Lancaster, Pa. (Makers 

of cork products since 1860) ^ Product 


and ARMSTRONG'S QUAKER RUGS 
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Nicole Groult—1797 


Chantal—1798 


ODiagonal Wooli Or You 
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Mainbocher—1799 


Ule Charm of the Frock is in its Tailoring 


HE new fabrics and the new frocks combine this 

season to ease the hearts of those of us who wish we 
were slimmer than we are. Diagonal weaves in mate- 
rials, diagonal lines in cut, diagonal applications of 
trimming all do wonders to help us disguise our super- 
fluous pounds. On this page, for instance, notice how 
the wide diagonal section set into the skirt of the frock 
at the right seems to narrow the hips. 

If you are puzzled and discouraged about selecting 
your winter wardrobe, our booklet, SLIMMER Lines, 
will be a valuable help to you. Send a two-cent stamp 
for it to the Fashion Editor. 


Nicole Groult—1797. Made of a lightweight diagonal 
woolen material with surplice lines in the bodice, this 
tailored coat dress is vastly becoming and wearable. 
The revers are lined with crépe de chine in a contrasting 
color, and the flare panels in the skirt pressed flat. De- 
signed for ages 14 to 20, and for sizes 32 to 44. 


Chantal—1798. The light-colored woolen frock worn 
with a dark coat is ever so popular with women who 
dress smartly. This dress was originally made in the 
new “tilleul” shade and worn with a dark brown coat. 
Designed for ages 14 to 20, and for sizes 32 to 40. 


Agnés-Drecoll—1796. The surplice neckline with its 
wide revers and the deep flaring cuffs are just two of the 
details that make this frock smart. Raglan sleeves are 
good, and the deep pleat in the skirt is stitched down to 
give a svelte line through the hips. Designed for ages 
14 to 20, and for sizes 32 to 44. 


Mainbocher—1799. Here is a street frock done in the 
inimitable manner of one of the newer French couturiers. 
Made in a diagonally striped woolen, it has diagonal 
sections set into the skirt and the smart flaring cuffs. 
Designed for ages 14 to 20, and for sizes 32 to 40. 


Patterns may be obtained from stores selling Authentic Paris Patterns, or by mail, postage prepaid, from Authentic Paris Patterns Bureau, 261 Fifth Avenue, New York City. Dresses and Coats, one dollar; 


Pajamas and Evening Dresses, one dollar. 
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Dragons around in this day and age? Yes, indeed. 
For a belief in something that isn’t true is just as 
much a dragon as though it had wings and breathed 
fire. Like those imaginary monsters of old! And we 
know there’s a washday dragon lurking under many 
a washtub. 

And this is how it got there. Years ago, when 
Fels-Naptha was introduced, women had to heat their 
wash-water on cookstoves, which was a lot of bother. 
So when they discovered that Fels-Naptha did a 
better washing job in cool water than most soaps did 
in hot, they naturally used it that way. 

The result was a *dragon"— the mistaken belief 
that Fels-Naptha was only a “cool water soap." And 
even today, when hot water is no longer a luxury, 
some women still have this mistaken belief. So let's 
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kill that old washday dragon right here and now. 
It doesn't matter to Fele-Naptha what temperature 
of water you use, If you prefer hot water, use it— 
Fels-Naptha will do an excellent job. If you like to 
boil your clothes, Fels-Naptha works beautifully that 
way. In fact, any way you use it, Fels-Naptha makes 
washing easier! For it is more than “just soap." Tt is 
unusually good soap combined with plenty of naptha. 
Working together, these two cleaners wash clothes 
sweetly, thoroughly clean, without hard rubbing. 

Fels-Naptha works so quickly you don't have your 
hands in water so long, which belps keep them 
nice, For even water alone may make finger-tips 
“shrivel.” 

Get Fels-Naptha from your grocer in the con- 
venient 10-bar carton, and try it. Once you’ve seen 





how beautifully it wasbes in hot water, you'll never 
be frightened again by that cool water “dragon”! 


especial Off €r — Whether you have heen using Fels-Naptha 
for years, or have just now decided to try its extra help, we'll 
he glad to send you a Fels-Naptha Chipper and a sample har of 
Fels-Naptha Soap. Many women who prefer to chip Fels-Naptha 
into their washing machines, tubs, or hasins find the chipper 
handier than using a knife. With it, and a har of Fels-Naptha, 
you can make fresh, golden soap chips (that contain plenty of 
naptha!) just as you need them. Mail coupon, with only four 
cents in stamps enclosed to help cover postage, ahd we'll send 
you the chipper and sample har without further cost, Here's 


the coupon — mail it now! © 1921, FELS & CO. 
FELS & COMPANY, Philadelphia, Pa, esata st 
Please send me the handy Fels-Naptha Chipper and the sample bar 
of Fela.Naptha Soap offered in this advertisement. I enclose four 
cents in stampa to help cover postage. 


' 





Mame. 


Street. 
City. etate 


Please print name and address completely 
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Call for 




















ARKANSAS 
Lite Rock 

The M. M. Cohn Co. 

CALIFDRNIA 
Bakersfield 

Redlick Mercantile Co. 








esna 
Radin and Kamp 
Hollywood 
Broadway, Department 


ore 
Long Beach 
Buffums’ 
Los Angeles 
Broadway Department 
Store 
B. H. Dyas Company 
Walker's, Inc. 
Oakland 
The H. C. Capwell Co. 
Pasadena 
The Jordan Company 
Sacramento 
Weinstock, Lubin & Co. 
Inc. 
San Diego 
Holzwasser, Inc. 
San Francisco 
The Emporium 
The White House 
San José 
Hale Bros. 
Santa Barbara 
The Hughes 
Stockton 
Katten & Marengo, Inc. 
CDLDRADD 
Denver 
Joslin Dry Goods Company 
CDNNECTICUT 
Bridgeport 
D M. Read Company 
Hartford 
Sage-Allen & Co., Inc. 
WASHINGTDN, D. C. 
Woodward and Lothrop 
FLDRIDA 
Tampa 
Maas Brothers, Inc, 
ILLINDIS 
Chicago 
Boston Store 
Marshall Field & Co, 
Elgin 
Ackemann Brothers 


Rockford 
The Charles V. Weise Co. 
Serea 
R. F. Herndon Company 
INDIANA 
Indianapolis 
L.S. Ayres and Company 
IDWA 
Des Moines 
Vounker Brothers 
‘Stoux City 
T S Martin Co. 
KANSAS 
Topeka 
Warren M. Crosby Co. 
KENTUCKY 
Louisville 
Miles Silk Shop 
LDUISIANA 
New Orleans 
D. H. Holmes Company 
Shreveport 
Feibleman's 
MAINE 
Portland. 
Eastinan Bros. and 
Bancroft 
MARYLAND 
Baltimore 
Hutzler Bros. Co. 


MASSACHUSETTS 
Boston 

Chandler and Company 

R. H. Stearns Company 

"Thresher Brothers 

R. H. White Company 
Lynn 

Spalding Dry Goods Co. 
New Bedfort 

Steiger-Dudgeon Company 
Springfield 

Albert Steiger Company 
Worcester 

John C MacInnes Co. 

MICHIGAN 
Detrou 

Crowley. Milner and Co. 

J. L; Hudson Co. 
Flint - 

Herbert N. Bush, Inc. 
Grand Rapids 

Wurzburg Dry Goods Co. 

































































Wills Barie Dry Goods 
o. 


MINNESDTA 
Duluth. 
Daun Glass Block Store 
"o. 











CHRISTMAS 
HOLIDAYS 


NEW FROCKS 


HY not give yourself a Christmas present? 
Treat yourself to one of those ravishing 
Paris frocks that you have always longed for. 

In PARIS PATTERNS you have designs actu- 
ally created in Paris by the greatest couturiers— 
with all of their renowned style and distinction. 

Select one for yourself—and you will have a 
gift that is “just what you wanted.” 


ASK FOR 
AUTHENTIC PARIS PATTERNS 
IN THESE STORES: 


MINNESDTA—Cont. 
Minneapolis 

Powers Mercantile Co. 
Saint Paul 

The Emporium 

MISSDURI 
Kansas City 

John Taylor Dry Goods Co. 
St. Louis 


Scruggs-Vandervoort- 
arney 
MDNTANA 
Billings 
D. J. Cole Co. 
NEBRASKA 
Lincoln. 
Miller & Paine 
Omaha 
J. L. Brandeis & Sons 
NEW JERSEY 
Moe oo 
QE. Blatt Compan: 
Elizabeth Jod 
Levy Brothers 
Newark 
L. Bamberger & Company 
Paterson 
Quackenbush Company 


y 
Perkins Silk Shop 
Binghamton 
Sisson Bros.-Welden Co. 
Brooklyn 
The Hamm Store 


ufalo 
Adam, Meldrum and 
Anderson 
Hempstead, L. 1. 
Franklin Shops 
meeen 
acomber and Stuart 
New York Cuy 
Ru AC 
-H. Macy and Compan: 
Jong Wanamaker nl 
ames A Hear & Son, Inc. 
Rochester 
Duffy-Powers Company 


tica 
J. B. Wells and Son Co. 
DHIO 
Cleveland 
Halle Bros. Co. 
Toledo 
Lasalle and Koch Company 
DKLAHDMA 
R ON alain is uy 
orabaugh- Brown Di 
Goods Co. 5 
a 
Brown-Dunkin Company 
PENNSYLVANIA 
Allentown 
Hess Brothers 
Lancaster 
Watt and Shand 
Philadelphia 
John Wanamaker 
Gumbel Brothers 
Strawbridge & Clothier 
Putsburgh 
Boggs and Buhl 
Joseph Horne Company 
TENNESSEE 
Bry Block M 
ry-Block Mercaati a 
Nashville Eco 
Loveman, Berger & 
Teitlebaum 
TEXAS 
Dailas 
Sanger Brothers 
Ei Paso 
The White House 
Ft Wortk 
The Fair 
Galveston 
EKiband's 
Houston 
Levy Brothers Dry 
Goods Company 
UTAH 
Salt Lake Cuty 
Auerbach Company 
VIRGINIA 
Danville 
L. Herman 
2chmond 
iller and Rhoads 
WASHINGTDN 
Seattle 
MacDougall-Southwick 
Spokane 
Whitehouse Company 
WISCDNSIN 
Milwaukee 
Boston Store 
Gimbel Brothers 
Racine 
Zahns 
CANADA 
London, Ontario 
Smallman and Ingram 
Toronto, Ontario 
The T, Eaton Company. 
Robert Simpson Co. Ltd. 
Montreal, Quebec 
The T Eaton Company 
Henry Morgan & Co. Ltd, 


or by mail, postage prepaid, from 
Authentic Paris Patterns Bureau 
261 Fifth Avenue New York City 
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TO eha or the 
Contrast of Color is an Important Note 


Champcommunal 
1802 


X Agnès-Drecoll 


IN i$or 


Personality Also Plays a Part--Are Ju the Type 
pr the Picturesque or Tailored? 


Champcommunal—1802. To receive 
one’s guests at tea before an open fire, 
in a graceful tea gown, need no longer 
be an idle longing. This charming gown 
above was originally made in two 
shades of crépe Roma, a pale flesh 
pink, and a tone just a bit deeper. It 
wraps around and fastens over at the 
left, tying in a big bowin the back. De- 
signed for ages 14 to 20, sizes 32 to 42. 


Agnés-Drecoll—1801. “Hide and 
Seek” is the bewitching name the de- 
signer has given to this delightful after- 
noon frock. Soft black silk jersey was 
originally used, and a bow of ermine 

osed at the corner of the unusual 
neckline. The wide kimono sleeves 
with fullness concentrated below the 
elbows are decidedly new. Designed 
for ages 14 to 20, sizes 32 to 42. 
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Redfern—1800. Contrasting or light 
tops are very much in evidence every- 
wherein frocks for street and afternoon. 
This frock is ideal for bridge, luncheon 
or tea. It was originally made in black 
crépe de chine with the top in pale 
green, but there are ever so many in- 
teresting and becoming color combi- 
nations you can use. Designed for ages 
14 to 20, sizes 32 to 42. 





Patterns may be obtained from stores selling Authentic Paris Patterns, or by mail, postage prepaid, from Authentic Paris Patterns Bureau, 


261 Fifth Avenue, New York City, Dresses and Coats, one dollar; Ensembles and Evening Dresses, one dollar. 
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Belmont Park, the famous race course on Long Island 


OU caich a glimpse of her over intent masculine 

shoulders, at Belmont Park races, at country house 
parties in Long Island or Westchester, dancing at ex- 
clusive New York night clubs. 


Yet she is as popular with women as with men— 
young Mrs. Morgan Belmont, with her lovely laughing 
eyes, her red-gold hair, her dazzlingly fair complexion. 
To a host of friends she is “Maggie.” 


Beauty ...and brains! The gay wit that sparkles in 
her ready repartee is kin to the unerring taste that 
guides her striking individuality in dress. And to tbe 
forthright good sense with which she eschews super- 
fluous fads and frills of beauty care and will have noth- 
ing but the simplest, most wholesome care for the 
flawless radiance of her skin. 


"What needless extravagance," Mrs. Belmont frankly 
exclaims, "to clutter one's dressing table with bottles 
and bottles, jars and jars of complicated beauty prepa- 
rations! 


"The simple, wholesome Pond's Method will keep 
one's skin fresh and clear in less time, at less cost." 


ES, for"practical home beauty care," as Mrs. Morgan 
Belmont says, this easy Pond's way "carries off all 
honors." Follow its four steps, and you'll agree with her: 


1— Amply apply Pond's Cold Cream for pore-deep cleansing, 
several times daily, always after exposure. Let the fine oils sink 
into the pores and float all the clogged dirt, powder and make-up 
to the surface. At hedtime, repeat this all-important cleansing to 
remove the day's accumulation of grime. 


2— Wipe away with Pond's Cleansing Tissues, better because 
softer, more absorbent. White or peach. 


3— With Pond's Skin Freshener pat cleansed skin hriskly to 
hrace and tone, banish oiliness, close and refine pores, promote 
a lovely natural color. 


4.— Smooth on Pond's Vanishing Cream always before you pow- 
der, to make the powder go on more evenly and last longer. This 
disguises any little blemishes in your skin and gives a smooth 
and velvety finish. Use this exquisite Vanishing Cream not only 
on your face hut wherever you powder—neck, shoulders, arms. 
And it is marvelous to keep your hands soft and white! 


Tune in on Pond’s program every Friday evening 
9:30 P.M., E.S.T. Leo Reisman and his Orchestra. 


WEAF and N.B.C. Network. 
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an Bé leon. 


Young and lovely, her frank good sense 


points the way to beauty for every woman 


Ir c 
Mrs. Moncax BeLmont of New York is the beautiful and brilliant qee ONDE} 
wife of a son of the late August Belmont. Like many other lovely 1 
society women, she is devoted to Pond's four famous preparations 


for the exquisite care of the skin (at nght). 





Senp 10¢ ror Ponp’s Four PREPARATIONS 


POND'S EXTRACT COMPANY, DEPT. Z 107 HUDSON STREET, NEW YORK CITY 


NAME. STREET, 





erry. ETATE. 





Copyright, 1931, Pond's Extract Company 
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Dusting Powder. Particularly gifty is this 
metal box, with its gay plaid of blue and 
coral. Package contains lovely pu: 1. 

Sachet . . . ina charming jar, is a perfect 
selection for the “little gift,” for which one 
wants something new and different . . 75c. 
Toilet Water is a gift every woman, young 
or old, appreciates—and how much more— 
when the scent is Seventeen! . . . . $1.25. 


A Compact... so Rum «that 
will go straight t toi the heart of any al Thin 
and E ly, it gleams 
like onyx, Sins e, $1 
ouble, 
KI rS Perfume 
comes in enchanting bot- 
tlesin 3 sizes. This isthe 
famous scent created to 
inspire the mood of 
Youth! Flacons at $5, 
$2 and $1. 
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Toiletries enough to keep 
some girl happy for months! 
Seventeen Compact. Rouge, 
Lipstick (in matching black 
and silver cases). Seventeen 
Soap and Face Powder. 
Talcum in frosted glass jar. 
Toilet Water. Sachet. Brillan- 
tine. French-cut flacon of 
Seventeen Perfume, The stun- 
ning, modernistic box will 
prove most useful after con- 
tents are removed . . 
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Let's go E shopping 
right here on this page aor 


Seventeen proves your Christmas giving may be superb re while costing very little 





A Bath Set de luxe... three big, round cakes of 

eventeen Soap, and gay, al box of Dusting 
Powder. This luxurious soap is creamy, soft and 
gentle to the skin, the powder and soap bork n 2 
the delightful refreshment of the bath. . 


Seventeen Perfume 
andthe beautifu Sev- 
enteen Compact, 
that’s slim and ele- 
gantas a costly watch. 
This package is par- 
ticularly convenient 
for mailing, and is 
truly a lot of gift for 
Just $2. 





HIS page is printed in plenty of time to save 
lies from almost all those haunting Christ- 
mas worries! Just look at these pictures. Read 
the descriptions, and note the modest prices. 
Why, you can check off practically 80% of 
your entire gift list, right here on this page! 

F or these Seventeen toiletries combine the use- 
fulness and hint ofluxury that define the Perfect 
Gift. Here are toiletries that every woman uses 

. but so smart and new . . . so gaily fra- 
granced 2. SO alluringly packaged, in graceful 
jars and bottles! A tribute to youth and beauty! 

How absurd to fuss and worry over Christ- 


mas shopping,when it can be as easy as this! 


















Seventeen Face Pow- 
der, Toilet Waterand 
Sachet are fler. 
ingly frame in this 
stunning box with 
black and silver lin- 
ing. Cie e isnoin- 
dication ofth eimpres- 


siveness of thisgiftl $5 


Seventeen Two-Tone Face 
Powder. .. a double Sev- 
enteen Compact sell: reg- 
ularly for $2—and a flacon 


of Seventeen Perfume. . $5. 
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Premet—1704 


Premet—1794. Black still holds its own for evening as 
we see in this charming frock, of chiffon over black satin. 
Designed for ages 14 to 20, sizes 32 to 42. 


Mainbocher—1792. Brilliant red lace makes this exquis- 
ite evening gown. With it is worn a graceful black velvet 
scarf-cape. Designed for ages 14 to 20, sizes 32 to 42. 
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Redfern —1793 Premet—1795 





Redfern—1793. A pastel velvet frock with black acces- 
sories is smart. Its cape is shown on the small figure, second 
from the left. Designed for ages 14 to 20, sizes 32 to 44. 


Premet—1795. The short fitted jacket is still good for 
evening. Here is one of black velvet with an ermine collar. 
Designed for ages 14 to 20, sizes 32 to 38. 





Patterns may be obtained from stores selling Authentic Paris Patterns, or by mail, postage prepaid, from Authentic Paris Patterns Bureau, 261 Fifth Avenue, New York City. Dresses and Coats, one dollar; 


Pajamas and Evening Dresses, one dollar. 
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Hands! Clothes! 
Work! Time! 














1. “I’m so sorry I kept you waiting. But 1 just hung up 2. ‘*Don’t anyhody look at my hands. They're awful. 3. That evening: ‘‘Let’s oot go out. I'm just dead.” 
my clothes half an hour ago.'* But you know what washday is.'" ‘You'll have to do something ahout these washdays. 

tt You poor dear! Why don't you use that new ChipsoP ** Molly, the only trouhle is— your soap's too strong. Why don't you try that Chipso Mrs. Brown is so crazy 
Thad my clothes out hy ten this morning." Why don't you use Chipso?"' ahoutP”’ 








4. ** Mother, I don't understand it. You hought your 5. Next washday: ‘‘Oh dear, my water isn’t very hot! 6. '* My dear—I used that new Chipso this morning. My 
spread the same time I did. Look how faded mine is.” But what marvelous suds this Chipso gives anyway. clothes look simply marvelous. I’m using it for dishes, 

'* My dear, it's that soap you use. I’ve heen using Never saw such suds.'" too. And look how muoh smoother and softer my hands 
Chipso — it’s just as quick, and so much safer."" are," 
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INTERESTING TEST Grimy little play clothes or fine linens come clean io a hurry— 
safely. Suds test shows you the difference hetween Chipso aod the THE SAME RICH SOAP IN 2 FORMS 
Here's why Chipso works so fast—and so safely. More suds. four next leading package aod cake household soaps. The same 
Richer suds. These extra-suds quickly bubble out the dirtfor you. weight of each soap was used for this test. FLAKES and GRANULES 
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ONG, Meleda 
Wézefeabex 


8347. This all-in-one combination or fitted chemise 
with brassiére top is ideal to wear under the new frocks. 
It opens at the left side to well below the hipline, and the 
straight lower part is finished with a ruffle. Designed for 
ages 16 to 20, and for sizes 34 to 42. 


8349. The costume slip in the center of the illustration 
at the right is one of the most attractive and comfortable 
ones we have seen. The lace-trimmed top is fitted in like 
a brassiére, with diagonal seamings. Designed for ages 
16 to 20, and for sizes 34 to 46. 


8348. There is something quaint and very charming 
about the nightgown shown at the extreme right. Circu- 
lar ruffles outline the boat neck and the flaring hem. A 
ribhon band is shirred in at the waistline and tied in front. 
Designed for ages 14 to 20, and for sizes 32 to 38. 


8351. Sleeves play an important part in the new frocks 
this season—and this afternoon dress scores well on this 
point. The scarf collar buttons in an interesting way. The 
pleated section of the skirt is placed low to retain the slim 
line. Designed for ages 16 to 20, and for sizes 34 to 42. 


8346. A charming afternoon frock in which the sleeves 
deserve special attention. They are slashed from just 
below the shoulders to the cuffs. The bodice is softly 
shirred in front above the fitted diagonal hip section. De- 
signed for ages 16 to 20, and for sizes 34 to 42. 


8342. The crossed-over lace vestee and the little lace 
sleeves under the shoulder capelets help to make this a 
very becoming and wearable afternoon frock. A braided 
belt made of the material of the frock fastens with a 
buckle. Designed for ages 16 to 20, and for sizes 34 to 42. 














$346 
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8347 


8350. Adelightful frock 
for luncheon or after- 
noon bridge. The set-in 
puffed sleeves are shirred 
just above the elbow. 
Designed for ages 12 to 
20, and for sizes 30 to 38. 


8350 


8345. The round collar 
of this frock fastens with 
two buttons. Flaring 
cuffs echo the drape in the 
front of the skirt. De- 
signed for ages 14 to 20, 
and for sizes 32 to 40. 











8345 








8344. The little boys of 
the family deserve to have 
some attention given to 
their holiday wardrobes 
too. This little suit com- 
bines a sim ple blouse with 
a turned-down collar, 
and wide-legged knickers 
that button on. The 
blouse may have short 
sleeves if you prefer. De- 
signed for ages 4 to 10. 





8344 





8348 


8343. A separate little 
bolero with soft ruffles 
outlining the front and 
the three-quarter-length 
sleeves makes this an 
ideal afternoon frock for 
the young daughter of 
the family. A circular 
peplum ruffle joins the 
softly flared skirt to the 
smooth hip yoke. De- 
signed for ages 8 to 14. 


83.43 





Patterns may be obtained from Journan Fashion Bureau, 261 Fifth Avenue, New York City, Price, 15 cents each, postpaid. 





LAST night, as my birthday treat, my husband and 
I dressed up and dined at a smart little restaurant. At 
the very next table to ours, two women were discussing an 
acquaintance of theirs. One of them said in a high-hat 
way, “Oh she’s poor. She hasn’t a maid.” 
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No one can high-hat us 
about Our Hands.. [F.. 


December, 1931 


9 If you do all your housework with gentle Ivory, your hands will keep smooth and young. 


That remark made me want to make a speech. 
Poor! Why, nine out of ten of us don’t have 
maids, and we don't feel poor. Lots of us feel proud 
that we don’t need the help of maids. In fact— 
no, I'm not being catty—I took a careful squint 
at Mrs. High Hat’s hands. They weren’t a bit 
prettier or smoother than the hands of any of us 
who do our work with gentle Ivory. 

Im willing to wager that we're putting the 
money that could go into a maid's wages into 
something worthwhile—helping to buy a home, 
or a car, or good schooling for our children. 

And we're not sacrificing the good looks of 
our hands either—#f we're cleaning and washing 
with gentle Ivory. Why, dishwashing three times 


99*95/49/ PURE > 


a day is just the same as putting our hands into 
three Ivory beauty baths. Our hands don't get 
red and rough—they can't— because Ivory is 
safe for a baby's satiny skin! 

When you change over to Ivory for everything 
you'll see a wonderful change in your hands. It 
shows up in two weeks— the skin smooths out 
and hands look young. 

Then, too, the whole house benefits by Ivory's 
care. Dainty colors keep fresh in Ivory suds. 
Paint work keeps glossy and new. Even linoleum 
wears longer when it isn't being dried out by 
one of those strong “kitchen” soaps—that are 
so hard on hands, too. 

CATHERINE CARR LEWIS 


KIND TO EVERYTHING IT TOUCHES 
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The new, easy way to quickly make dry, 
rough, red or work-stained hands soft, smooth 
and white is to rub into the hands after each 
washing a few drops of lotion containing sea 
moss. Sea moss is a noted skin-whitener and 
softener and a splendid balm. Nepto Lotion 
combines sea moss with other soothing ingre- 
dients in just the right proportion and costs 
only fifty cents a bottle. Z 

It makes the reddest and roughest hands 
beautiful, soft and white. Women who do their 
own housework find Nepto Lotion an excellent 
way to keep their hands from showing it. It also 
relieves chapping, chafing and windburn. Con- 
tains no grease to clog the pores—is not sticky 
—rubs in quickly and smoothly, so you can 
powder right over it, At all drug and depart- 
ment stores 50c, or send coupon 
for free trial size. 


NE PT © 


LOTION 


n quA pq 


E. L. Patch Co., Dept. 20—17-12 
Stooeham P. O., Boston, Mass. 


| 
Send free trial size bottle of NEPTO 
LOTION. 








Name 
Address 





State. 
Nepto Cream — 50c— reduces large pores. 

Nepto Face Powder 50c — finer texture— 
* clings hours longer. 





DOTHEY * 
LIKE 
IT! 


» 


Look at him, the rascal! He knows there is 
still a little Ken-L-Ration in the can and he is 
going to get it. A dog food must he good 
when eveo hackward feeders eat up every 
morsel; theo heg for more. 

Chappel’s Ken-L-Ratioo is the unrivalled 
food for dogs. It is a complete food, scientif- 
ically halanced and cooked, prepared from 
fresh, pure, lean raw meat, vitamin-carrying 
cereals and other strength-buildiog elemeots. 
Always convenient-—just open the can and 
feed. All quality stores sell Ken-L-Ration, 
the quality dog food. 

Write for FREE Sample. 


CHAPPEL BROS. INC. 


iL RA 
ik Rockford, IJI. 


i, 82 Peoples Ave. 


E eLa 
1# Ken-|- Ration, 


THE DOG FOOD SUPREME 
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Ulko ughts -B by M. ary Roberts Rinehart 


(Continued from Page 25 ) 


“He says that he is ——" Here he 
swallowed hard. "He says that we are in 
America now, and that he is the equal 
of—of your excellencies.” 

“Send him in," said the ambassadress. 
“Send them all in." 

They came in, six or so of them, in liv- 
ery, tall upstanding men, and lined up. 
The ambassadress addressed the leader. 

“T have heard what you have said," she 
stated. “You are quite correct. This hap- 
pens, however, not to be a question of 
equality, but of the work which we are 
here to do. The ambassador and I have 
our work, and you have yours. The work is 
different. But, just as we must try to do 
our part, so must you attend to yours. 
That is all." 

And it was all. There was no more 
trouble. 


Che Caliber of Congress 


IVING as I do in Washington, I have 
come to the conclusion that Congress, 
unsatisfactory as it is, more nearly repre- 
sents the country as a whole than we are 
willing to admit. If the quality of the men 
wesend to Washington has steadily low- 
ered in recent years, it is because at one 
time we sent to represent us at Washing- 
ton men above the average, and that now 
such men either refuse to run for office or 
cannot be elected. 

"Why," I asked a man of this sort, 
“not go into politics yourself? It is your 
type of man we need." 

But he only shrugged his shoulders. 

“I couldn't be elected," he said. 

Probably not. He cannot easily com- 
pete with the professional politician who 
works twenty-four hours a day at his job; 
and what is worse, he does not want to. 
Not one business leader in twenty-five 
pays the slightest attention to public 
policy and its results, save to grumble 
when they affect him personally. And I 
know of one such leader who, recently 
asked to do some work on an important 
economic council, declined because he 
could take on nothing else whatever. The 
next week, however, he accepted a director- 
ship in a large business concern. 

This is nothing new. The unwillingness 
of business leaders to participate in public 
affairs is notorious. It is this indifference 
which has led to lax administration of 
both civil and criminal law, to the Pro- 
hibition muddle, to mediocrity in govern- 
ment, and to the present depression. 

At present almost the sole contribution 
of big business lies in the maintenance of 
expensive lobbies in Washington and in 
contributions to campaign funds. It hires 
its public service, for selfish purposes. I 
know some good men in Congress, but 
many of them are survivors of a time when 
a better type of man was available, and 
not simply a machine-made candidate, 
elected by professionals who work while 
the country sleeps. 

What I would like to see would be a 
nation-wide plan to improve the caliber 
of the Congress; say by a six-year plan in 
the Senate and a two-year plan in the 
House. This plan would use the elections 
to oust the grabbers, the ignorant, the 
prejudiced, and all those who debase pub- 
lic service for their own purposes; leave 
those who deserve such office; and insist 
that the type of man elected to office shall 
be above the average, rather than be- 
low it. 


he Prince as a Pauper 


FEW years ago we had as a guest at 
dinner an exiled prince from Polish 
Russia. He had been a world-wide figure, 
known for his vast estates, his prodigal 
spending and for his family lineage, which 
was old and distinguished. 





He was in a very bad humor, although 
I am sure that the dinner was good. But 
being a pauper was still new to him, and 
into the bargain he blamed it on us. 

“You began this,” he began sourly. “A 
hundred and fifty years ago you began it. 
What is Russia but the logical develop- 
ment of your revolution, and its result? 
And you are not through with it. You be- 
gan it, and some day it will destroy you." 

Right or not, something Stalin said to a 
friend of mine rather bears this out: 

“When you Americans established your 
form of government in 1776 you were 
hated and feared by all the world," he 
said in effect. “Russia is in that same 
position now." 

But he did not add that, although by 
force of example and especially of success, 
this new idea in government had rapidly 
spread over the world, at no time did we 
state that our intention was to force all 
the world to adopt that particular form of 
government, nor did we ever advocate a 
world revolution in order to do so. 

Most of us today are entirely willing to 
allow the U. S. S. R. to work out its own 
salvation, according to its own ideas. It is 
when it announces its intention of impos- 
ing those ideas on us that it renders recog- 
nition impossible. 

As well be civil to the man who is 
threatening to bomb your house. 


Keep an Lye on Washington 


HIS session of Congress will need 

watching. Every effort will be made 
to force it into purely expedient legisla- 
tion. Hard times and a national election 
on the way are a poor combination, and so 
we may expect trouble. 

Control in both houses will lie with the 
Insurgents. Time will be limited, because 
the members will be looking toward the 
spring primaries. There will probably be a 
deluge of social and radical legislative 
measures proposed. And this Congress, 
even more than the last, is determined 
to repudiate the Administration and its 
policies. 

If this situation defers or holds up 
needed legislation, conditions will become 
deplorable. This is one year when all 
forces should be united for the common 
good, and a series of dog-fights in Con- 
gress, or between Congress and the Chief 
Executive, merely take time needed for 
constructive effort. 


Men an d Sickness 


Bete one of a medical family, the 
news each winter that one of the 
“good fellows” is down with pneumonia 
is always a matter of grave significance. 
We know, for example, that he is actually 
only as good as his heart, and that that 
heart is very likely to fail him. 

But I have been thinking over this 
whole question of men who die, and 
women who survive them. Is this inevi- 
table? Have women actually more en- 
durance than men? Are their lives less 
precarious? Are they the sheltered crea- 
tures we like to picture them? Or is not 
life for women as a rule a series of dangers, 
beginning with her childbearing and end- 
ing with the menopause? Is she not today 
as liable to accident as the man, and does 
she not often bear the same burden of 
earning, plus the care of her family? 

Then why do more men than women 
die, after a certain age? Certainly there is 
a small percentage of men whose habits 
destroy their health, but the real reason 
seems to me the man’s own reluctance to 
admit that he is not well. To be sick savors 
of weakness. It destroys his own picture 
of himself as strong and virile. He '* won't 
besick." And when at last he admits it, 
it may be too late. 
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MOTORISTS WISE 


SIMONIZ 


TRADE MARK REG. U. S. PAT, OFFICE 





A real surprise? 


SIMONIZ 


made it look 
new again 


You'll never know how sparkling 
and beautiful you can make your 
car look until you Simoniz it. 


No matter if it is dulled and dis- 
colored now, Simonizing will make 
the finish bright and beautiful 
again. The wonderful Simoniz 
Kleener quickly removes all grime, 
scum and traffic film. It restores 
the natural lustre and beauty to 
the finish. After cleaning the fin- 
ish, apply Simoniz. 

Simoniz gives the richest sparkle 
you ever saw. Protects the finish. 
Guards its beauty in all weather. 
And Simoniz lasts for months. So, 
just Simoniz a few times a year, 
and your car will always look new 
and beautiful, 


Simonizing a car is easy. Anyone 
can do it. Insist on Simoniz and 
Simoniz Kleener. 
Nothing takes 
their place. Sold 
at leading hard- 
ware, auto acces- 
sory stores and ga- 
rages everywhere. 









‘THE SIMONIZ COMPANY, CHICAGO, U. S. A. 
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HE greater blessedness of giving —unselfish 
thought for others —being the chief theme of 
most Christmastime writing, I am, just to be 
different, going to devote most of this article 
to making Christmas and the holidays happier for 
yourself —that is, provided that looking better makes 
you feel happier, as it certainly does most women. 

And so everything that I have to say about giving 
will be said here; if you have no gift problems—I 
suppose there are such people— you can skip this. 

AILI want to do is point out the absolute simplicity 
of a gift of "cosmetics." Not one finishing touch is 
required of you, except some wrapping paper and 
bright ribbon; none of those final sewings or paintings 
or matchings which you always think you will have 
plenty of time for, in November, and discover, on 
Christmas Eve, to be still undone. 

And then there's the almost positive pleasure of 
the recipient, for every woman adores luxuries that 
she probably seldom finds pennies for herself. 

Perfume almost always comes to mind first, and 
should your gift budget allow it you could spend hun- 
dreds on a single beautiful bottle. On the other hand, 
you can find charming little bottles that will fall into 
the "something just a little more than a card" cate- 
gory. And don't betoo afraid of not knowing a friend's 
usual perfume. You may be a better judge of a scent 
that expresses her personality than she could be her- 
self, and introduce her to a new one that she will love. 

There are other cosmetics to consider, however— 
travel kits, soaps, bath salts, lovely manicure sets. 
Browse in your favorite cosmetic department with 
your Christmas list in ‘mind. And don't forget that 
there are some fascinating sets for men too. 


Let’ be Romantic 


quo Christmas holidays are apt to mean lots of 
parties, evening-clothes parties. This year's dance 

floors are going to look more romantic than ever, 

and so be sure that you don't find 
yourself with a last year's face and 

this year's frock on some gay night. 

With feminine, elegant and "lady- 

like" clothes the things which 
passed as sophisticated a few seasons 
past are out of place. So consider your 
gown first and then be guided accord- 
ingly. For instance, with a this year's 
romantic frock—or hat—the things that 
are definitely out are very long, conspic- 
uously pointed, bright red nails, bright 
red lips, poster-red rouge, very much over- 
plucked eyebrows, very dark powder. Ex- 
otic perfumes are less suitable for such 
clothes than exquisite floral odors or the lighter, gayer bou- 
quets more in keeping with romantic clothes. 


Modern Magies 


UST one of the magics that the modern woman has to 

practice is being a capable household manager, business 
woman, scholar or what have you, during the day and sud- 
denly turning, just before she sits down to dinner perhaps, 
into the essence of adorable femininity. When you make your 
plans for holiday festivities try, if possible, to schedule half 
an hour—an hour would be better—for practicing this magic. 
Draw yourself a tub of hot water, cleanse your face thor- 
oughly, then slather on a massage cream and let it stay until 
the bath is over; while the bath is running you can go over 
your nails and bathe your eyes with eye lotion in an eyecup. 
Soak in the tub a few minutes, relax thoroughly. After you 
are rubbed down and glowing —and incidentally, don’t forget 
to use a deodorant — you might give your feet a brief massage. 
Then the cream comes off, a lotion or 
astringent removes its final traces, 
and you are ready for make-up and a 
quick dressing. And you're a new 
woman, serene and charming. 


Manicure Ideas 


AVE you ever given any thought 

to the length of the file you use 
for your manicuring? Probably not. 
You may not even have noticed that 
very clever manicurists always use a 
long file. The fact remains that they 
do, and that a long file, whether metal 
or emery board, gives a better lever- 
age and helps you to shape your nails 
just about twice as expertly as a short 
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one does. And so if you're using a short file now, save it for 
your purse or traveling bag and try a long one. 

Incidentally, although this is not a manicure idea, have 
you ever tried using one of the cream deodorants on your 
hands after a kitchen session of peeling onions? It's well 
worth remembering. 


Keeping Up the Good Work 


E DO a lot of things that are good for us and particu- 

larly good for our looks in summer, involuntarily. 
There are lots of fresh vegetables around, and so we eat them; 
it’s pleasant to be out-of-doors, and so we get a lot of fresh 
air; it’s warm, and so we wear less clothing and our skins 
get a chance to breathe; we are frequently hot and thirsty, 
and so we drink plenty of water. 

But “in winter quite the other way,” these healthy im- 
pulses get mislaid unless we make a special effort. This is a 
plea, then, to keep up on the vegtables—half a head of let- 
tuce a day may be dull eating, but it will do so much for 
your skin; not, of course, alone but as part of a sensible diet. 
Also to drink plenty of water, not necessarily because you’re 
thirsty but as part of the day’s schedule, to go out-of-doors 
breathing deeply while you’re there, if the only exercise you 
can get is walking about in the city. 

It may occur to you, thinking back over the summer, that 
the reason you felt and looked so much better was that you 
were getting plenty of exercise, possibly just climbing up and 
down sand dunes to the beach or walking country hills to 
the post office. Exercise 
at home may not come so 
casually, but the effort of 
setting aside a few min- 
utes for exercises is well 
worth while if you can 
continue summer’s good 
looks all winter. 


Look for These 


HESE new ideas in 

the cosmetic world 
may interest you for your- 
self or as gift ideas. Look 
for them the next time 
that you visit a cosmetic 
department. 
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Martha Matilda Harper Products, for complete 
treatments of the hair, face, hands and nails, in stun- 
ning new bottles and containers. 

Krank Gift Sets, for men and women, in boxes har- 
monizing with the new silver and blue containers. 

Palmolive Shaving Set for men, containing Shaving 
Cream, Shave Lotion, Talc and a Gillette razor and 
blade. 

Pompeian Hair Massage, in a bottle labeled with 
the purple and gold. For that daily hair treatment. 

Primrose House Kit, a special set of generous jars 
and bottles of treatment preparations. The yellow- 
and-silver box, which is particularly stunning, is 
sturdy too. An idea for that globe-trotting friend. 

Helena Rubenstein Eugénie Make-Up, a special 
ensemble designed by Madame Rubenstein to ac- 
company the romantic hats and frocks. A light lip- 
stick—one tone for blondes, another for brunettes—a 
light rouge, coral in tone, “the essence of a nineteenth- 
century blush,” and a new rachel powder, somewhat 
on the ivory side. 

Seventeen Gift Sets, elaborate ones containing ten 
preparations, smaller ones containing Seventeen per- 
fume and compact or other combinations of these 
charmingly scented cosmetics. 

Tangee Theatrical Rouge, compact in form, to ac- 
company the Tangee Theatrical Lipstick. These two 
have been created in a dark, vivid shade for evening 
and professional stage use. 

Volupté Compacts in special Empress Eugénie and 
Second Empire designs. The enamel decorations in- 
clude reproductions of famous portraits of the lovely 
empress. Something to match your hats and frocks, 
particularly since their designs are based on the pow- 
der boxes used by ladies of the French Court during 
the Second Empire. 

Volupté Talcum Spray, a smart, squat affair in 
amber, green, rose or crystal. Perfect for applying 
bath powder. 

Woodbury Holiday Set for Men, in a very gay box, 
and in two versions. Both sets contain Woodbury’s 
Talc, Woodbury’s Shaving Cream and Woodbury’s 
Facial Soap, but one contains Jergen’s Lotion, in 
addition, the other Woodbury's After-Shaving Lotion. 

Yardley Bath Set of Dusting Powder and Bath 
Salts, in such luxuriously fat containers. In Old Eng- 
lish Lavender or Red Rose scents, the containers stunningly 
decorated. Yardley also makes splendid sets for men, in 
leather traveling cases or, less elaborately, in sturdy boxes. 

In the top illustra- 
tion. At left —Culver 
Manicure Special 
Ensemble; the Nail 
Bath and Liquid, 
Liquid Polish, Polish 
Remover and Nail- 
buf (powder for high 
polish) shown are 
contained in a smart 
box. The long box at 
the back contains a 
Glazo Nail White 
Pencil, green fin- 
ished, with a conve- 
nient greensharpener 
to match—a perfect 
"stocking gift." 
Right foreground— 
Lentheric Purse At- 
omizer, finished in black and platinum and accompanied by 
six vials of Lentheric perfume. 

At left, center—A stunning DeVilbiss atomizer, in orchid 
and gold, helps to make your Christmas perfume last. 

At right, center, the new Houbigant perfume, ‘‘Etude,” 
in a fascinatingly modern bottle and wooden case. 

At bottom of the page, the new Richard Hudnut Gemey 
preparations include toilet water, perfume and talcum. 


Booklets for Your Dressing Table 


IMPLE directions for requisite skin, hand and hair treat- 

ments, to be given at home, are found in these helpful 
booklets. Check the ones you want, and send a two-cent 
stamp for each booklet with your order, to Miss Barbara 
Stanwood, LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL, Philadelphia, Penn- 
sylvania. 





ERES SIMPLE CARE FOR LOVELY SKINS 
. You CaN HAVE BEAUTIFUL HAIR 
. LOVELY HANDS, COMFORTABLE FEET 


NS DETAILS OF BEAUTY (make-up, superfluous hair. and 
so on) 
NO FIGURES 
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Here’s WHERE poisons form that lead to so 
many cases of skin trouhles! Eating yeast 
renews normal action of the intestines— 
clears up the complexion iz a natural way. 


Eu of over forty medical works on 
skin diseases, etc. . . . noted clinic head 
... Dr. Stefan Bruenauer is one of the fore- 
most skin specialists living today! 


Why does this famous authority so 
strongly advise eating fresh yeast? 





Here's what he says: 


“Fresh yeast will regulate the intestines and 
bring about normal elimination. By restoring 
regular, daily evacuations it builds up a health- 
ier bodily tone and protects the skin against 
blemishes.” 


Eaten faithfully, Fleischmann’s Yeast actu- 
ally “ tones” and cleanses your entire digestive 
tract... helps your body throw off its daily 
accumulation of undigested waste matter regu- 
larly. 

Thus, excessive poisons no longer circulate 
throughout your system, to make your skin 
break out. You are less subject to headaches, 
colds, etc. You feel more energetic, more alive! 


Just get a supply of Fleischmann’s Yeast and 
eat it regularly, 3 cakes a day —before meals, or 
between meals and at bedtime— plain or in 
water (a third of a glass) or any way you like. 
It's very rich in health-giving vitamins B, G 
and D, you know. Try eating it today! 

And write for free booklet. Standard Brands 
Inc., 691 Washington St., New York City. 


Read this Case Record Y 


Files of famous doctors record thousands 

f cases benefited by fresh yeast. Here's % 
a case described by the world-famous E. s 
Dr. Ehrmann, of Vienna. He states:— E ~] 





“A workman, 35 years 

of age, with a painful itching of 
^ skin, was treated with several 
niments and salve remedies... 
these helped temporarily. But the 
mishes reappeared, together with 
pronounced furunculosis (erup- 
ions) .... After treatment with yeast 
he above symptoms disappeared." 


© 1931, Standard Brands Incorporated 
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.. clears the SKIN” 
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“My Case illustrates what Doctors say about Yeast” 


(Left) “‘Fleischmann’s Yeast cleared 


up my complexion perfectly," 


writes 


Miss Edith Price, Springfield, Mass. “A friend of mine had been eating 
it, on her doctor's advice, and it had done her a lot of good. So I tried it. 
My sluggish feeling disappeared and my skin cleared right up.” 


s 


> 


FLEISCHMANN'S YEAST for health 
is sold only in the foil-wrapped cake 
with the yellow label. It is yeast 
in its fresh, effective form—the 
kind doctors advise! At grocers, 
restaurants, soda fountains. 
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There are now two TANGEE LIPSTICKS 
and two TawcEE RouckE Compacts. 

(1) Tangee Natural, the orig- 
inal world-famous shade which 
blends with your own natural, 
individual coloring! 


(2) Tangee Theatrical, a 
special dark shade for professional 
ond evening use! 





LET THESE FAMOUS 
FASHION AUTHORITIES 


TELL YOU OF TANGEE 


HARPER'S BAZAAR, famous D 

NEW YORK magazine, says: ~ 
"Natural color is the mode of 
the moment. The rouge and 
lipstick which blend into the 
natural flesh tones are the 
ones which flatter all types 
alike, and which fit most per- 
fectly into the fashion picture. 
This is precisely what the 
TANGEE preparations do.” "n 

JARDIN DES MODES of PARIS, grcatest 


French fashion magazine, says: “Flashy, 
glaring lips can ruin the prettiest and most 
expensive ensemble. The Fashion this sea- 
son is individual, romantic and feminine. 
TANGEE well answers these requirements, 





because it blends with your individual, 
© [| 


natural coloring.” 


TATLER, famous LONDON authority, adds: 
“TANGEE gives to your lips the lovely glow 
of youth, so rich in color and yet so natural 
that it cannot be told from Nature’s own.” 


TANGEE, the world’s most famous Lipstick, 
$1. Natural! Permanent! Non-Greasy ! 


Note: When you buy, be sure you see the 
name TANGER on the package. There is 
only one TANGEE! Beware of substitutes, 
and patronize tbe store that gives you what 
you ask for! 













To Match Tangee Lipstick! 
Rouge " 





Cantaining miniature Lipstick, two Rausges, 
Pawder,twoCreamsand “The Artaf Make-up” 


THE GEORGE W. Lurt Co., DEPT. L10 
New York 


Name — 





[| 
l 
1 
l 
i 417 Fifth Avenue 
I 
l 
1 


Address. E — => 
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there, and I’ll go to business college. 
Walter’s going to stake me to that, but, of 
course, he couldn’t keep me here at Thorn- 
ton when he’s just getting started with his 
little real-estate business. Then TI get a 
job, right there in Indianapolis, where 
your home is. What would you think of 
that?” 

“Td rather have you there than any- 
where, except with me.” 

“That’s all right then. I feel as though 
Il be near you, living there in Indian- 
apolis.”” 

“By the time you're through with busi- 
ness college I'll be home and working, and 
we'll be married. There won't be much to 
that. But what about Walter?" he asked. 
“Won't he be joining up?" 


Sue hesitated. Her 
voice was low when she answered him. 
“Walter feels he’s got to look after me,” 
she said. “He talked to the folks about it. 
They want to go out West, but not if he’s 
going to war. So Walter thought he’d 
wait—until the draft. He’s put so much 
into his little business. Grandfather left 
him a little money, and he’s got it all 
tied up ——” 

“T see." John was still, He couldn't 
say what he thought about her brother. 
And, after all, the Government was dis- 
couraging enlisting. It was Walter’s busi- 
ness, not John’s. 

"But I'm glad you're going, John," 
Cecily added, very low, and he under- 
stood the feeling in her heart and kissed 
her for it. 

Their feet, conscious of hours, accus- 
tomed to rules, had carried them unwit- 
tingly down toward the 
Pi Phi house, and at last 
they stood on the lawn 
there, and it was time for 
her to go in. 

John stood there under 
thebig pine tree beforethe 
house and watched the 
door close behind her, 
watched other girls hur- 
rying in from late dates, 
and felt a little resentful 
that these casual love af- 
fairs might beclassed with 
his own. 


Offirst Fiddle 


(Continued from Page 5) 


for the lights of Indianapolis. He had been 
looking for them since the train left St. 
Louis at noon. He had crossed the great 
Mississippi without feeling, but the Wa- 
bash, gray between white banks under the 
flying snow, made his heart beat with 
longing. 

All his being was held by the thought 
that this was his last trip home, his last 
chance to see Cecily, and she would be 
waiting for him. He hoped she had found 
out exactly how late the train would be, 
so that she would not need to sit in the 
depot all these hours. 

It seemed to him now that Mr. Crom- 
well’s jingo speech had been only an ink- 
ling of what the war could do in the way 
of keeping him separated from Cecily. He 
weighed fifteen pounds more than he had 
ever weighed in his life. He had actually 
grown an inch since he had been in camp, 
filling out his six feet perfectly. He was 
burned brown with the sun of the South- 
western camp where he had been in train- 
ing. Even his mind was changed a little. 

For months now his life had been a suc- 
cession of days spent in a life entirely 
physical. The college days, the easy life in 
a fraternity house, the atmosphere of 
campus, of dancing and dating and talking, 
with interludes of home and mother, had 
receded into another world. A great chasm 
lay between the two, and all that spanned 
this chasm was the thin strong thread of 
Cecily’s letters. 


NEXT MONTH! 


THE MYSTERY 
OF THE BAGDAD CHEST 


By AGATHA CHRISTIE 


They were dancing in the same room that night. . . 
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He belonged now to a world wholly mas- 
culine, yet wholly submissive, a world of 
deep voices, raucous tones, swearing and 
sweating and enduring. He had learned 
new standards of conduct, new values of 
life, and they had gradually superseded 
Softer, more gentle issues. 

"You're in the Army now,” he heard a 
dozen times a day. He was in a great ma- 
chine. He was learning, with difficulty, 
blind and unreasoning obedience, subor- 
dination, willingness. Underneath all this 
vast plan and activity, there lay new sub- 
tleties. 


Tuts was a world from 
which women and their attitudes were ex- 
cluded. John and the others marched, a 
long flow of hard-faced khaki-clad war- 
riors, to the barking, hard-toned orders of 
noncommissioned officers. 

John had long ceased to be a rookie. 
Now he was seasoned and hardened for 
service in France, and this visit was his 
last leave. 

He made an effort to conjure Cecily up 
before him, and to put away all this new 
life, and reach out to her. She was real 
enough. She had more power to stir him 
now than when he had been a boy last 
spring. She was his woman, with a new 
understanding of the word and of its com- 
pleteness. 

Yet, though he could remember with 
hunger the touch of her lips, the feel of 
her little hand in his, though his heart 
swelled with love, he had still this diffi- 
culty to recall her face. Her lips he could 
see, her outline, her eyes, each feature 
separate from the rest. But the whole 
Cecily evaded him, yet drew him to her. 

He had not seen her 
since the past summer, 
when she and his mother 
had come to camp to visit 
him. Since then she had 
finished her business 
training and gone to work. 
He did not feel so badly 
about that as he had last 
June. The war wasn’t go- 
ing to be over in a week. 

He must have dozed, 
for he roused suddenly at 
a sound of clanging bells, 


-And to realize they were com- 





His heart was filled with 
dreams and plans of a life 
of devotion to Cecily. In 
the sincerity and youth- 
fulness of his love, he an- 
ticipated nothing but this: 
That he would serve her 
in the harsh world and 
protect her from every 
blow, and that she would 
make his home and fill life 
with meaning forhim. She 
was his darling, his bride, 
something so precious, 
and so far above him, that 
only by dintof the hardest 
workand keenest sacrifice 
could he remotely deserve 
the blessing of her love. 

Silently, walking on the 
clouds, he turned toward 
his own house. 


II. Tue train was 
late. Snow flew and 
pressed and clotted 
against the windows. 
Ahead, the locomotive la- 
bored through the thick 
stuff, struggling on toward 
the distant city, heaving 
its way with brute force 
through the mysterious 
softness of the storm. 
John wiped the frost 
from the window for the 
thousandth time and 
stared out into the black- 
ness, where, close to the 
window, white flakes flew, 
and were lost in the thick 
darkness. He was looking 


in the morning Clayton was found douhled up in the quaint 

old chest—dead! Who did it? It seemed so ohvious. 

But See if you are detective enough to solve this most 

exciting mystery hy a world-famons writer of detective 
stories. 


DOROTHY DIX 
AND SO YOU ARE IN LOVE 
Do you know why? Does he interest and amuse you? Do 


you respect him—or pity him? Is he considerate of you— 
or jealous and tyrannical? Does he helieve in marriage? 


These are some of the questions answered in this revealing 
article Hr Dorothy Dix, who has looked into the hearts of 


morc girls and women than perhaps any other person alive. 
First of three articles—this one in the January Journal. 


WASSAIL 
By RUTH COMFORT MITCHELL 


In an ancient castle in Switzerland the famous Fos- 
caris— America's most famous stage family —were spending 
the holidays. Happily, some of them, for they were in love; 
unhappily, the elderly grandmother— "Even when I played 
Lady Macketh I never slept among the scenery. EI 
A swift-moving story of charm and humor and romance. 


Also 
MARGARET WEYMOUTH JACKSON 
CLARENCE BUDINGTON KELLAND 
GRAEME AND SARAH LORIMER DAY EDGAR 
and 


pases of frank discussion of most intimate prohlems hy 


lizaheth Cook, Dr. Karl Menninger and Mary Roberts 
Riuehart. 


January Ladies’ Home Journal 
On Sale December Eleventh 





ing into the city. 


doux got 
down his bag. He puton 
his greatcoat. His watch 
showed eleven. Five hours 
late—and he had only to- 
night, and two days more, 
with Cecily, before he 
went back to leave for 
overseas. It had taken a 
certain amount of ‘‘wan- 
gling," this leave, but he 
had managed it. 

He did not see Cecily at 
oncein the weary,thinned 
crowd by the gates. And 
then as she came from the 
benches near by, Cecily, 
at once it was as though 
he had never looked away 
from her sweet face. She 
was tired and pale, but 
she bloomed into sudden 
vitality at sight of him. 
She ran to him as he came 
through the great gate, 
and he dropped his bag 
and caught her in his 
arms and kissed her pas- 
sionately. 

Cecily's eyes were wet 
with happy tears. She 
melted and flowed against 
him. Her small hands 
clung about his neck. 
Shamelessly, before the 
milling crowd, they stood 
there, unable to believe 
they were together again. 


(Continued on Page 44) 
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JELL-O BOOKLET / 


Surprise ...surprise ... surprise... from cover 
to cover! Dishes easy to make! Lovely to look at! 
Thrilling to serve! 

If you want your menus to blossom out with 
oodles of brand-new dishes, send! 

For out of this booklet will come tripping 68 
new desserts! Creams — whips— clear Jell-O 
beauties! 

Out will comc a whole troop of new salads— 
45 of them! Vegetable salads, new and exciting! 
Fruit salads that have never before made their 
bow to a bridge club. 
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Appetizers! Relishes! Think what theyll do 
to “pep up” menus! Entrées! (Many using bits 
of left-overs, mind you!) Pastel frostings (ucw 
secret)! New pie fillings! Party ideas! Lovely 
garnishes! Chill-tray wonders! Puddings... . but, 
send at once, and see for yoursell! 


And remember—insist on genuine Jell-O 


€ If you want pure fruit flavors. Those words 
“pure fruit flavor” on the Jell-O package are 
your protection—the U. S. Government per- 
mits their use only when the flavor comes 


ud NEW THRILLERS 
IN THS FREE — 


BRAND-NEW 48 PAGE 
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1 cup boiling wate: 


iiec and cold water 
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ice 
water, Add raspberry juice 
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-O nnxiw : 
i fold in rospbersies 


` firm. 
2o. Chill witt 
AL o whipped cream 
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from fruit itself. And rememiber—no synthetic: 
llavor ever quite catches the real flavor of 
real fruit. 

€ Jf you want a quivery-tender result. Even 
if you make up your JelFO the day before, out 
comes a mound of gelaun that shinuners in 
every light, quivers with the slightest wove- 
ment. and tastes — every tender spoouful — as 
delicately delicious as gelatin should be! And 
for the occasional emergency when you want 
to serve Jell-O in a hurry, follow the double- 
quick method ou every package. 





JELLIED FIGS 


1 package Orange Jell-O 

1 pint boiling fig juice and water 

44 teaxpoun salt 1 tablespoon lemon Juice 

1 cup stewed ligs, drained and cut 
Dissolve Jell-O in boiling fig juve and water, Add 
salt, lemon jusee, and figs, Chill until shgltly thickened, 
‘Turn into sherbet glasses, Chill until Grm. Serve plain or 
with whipped cream. Serves 3. 
© 1931, G. F, CORP, 


FREE— 4S pages of meal-planning inspiration! 


JELL-O 


REG. U, S. PAT, OFP, 


A Product of General Foods Corporation 


SPICY BEET WITH BACON GRILL 


Dissolve 1 package Lemon Jell-O in 1 pint boiling water. Cool. 
Add ¥% eup prepared horse-radi-h. 44 cup raw apple. finely diced, 
and 12 cup raisins, Chill. Combine 1 tablespoon vinewar, 3$ tea- 
spoon omon juice. 1 teaspoon salt. l4 teaspoon caraway seed, 
and 1 cup couked beets. mely diced. When Jell-O is slightly 
thickened, fold in beet mixture. Turn into individual molds. 
Chill until liru. Makes 8 molds, 

Prepare luncheon plate of broiled bacon, toast points, and a 
Jell-O mold, unnolded on crisp lettuce. 


* 


LIME SALAD SUPREME 


1 cup apples, diced 

1 cup crisp cabbage, 
chopped 

4 olives, chopped 


1 package Lime Jell-O 

1 pint boiling water 

5 teaspoons vinegar 

12 teaspoon salt 
Di--nive Jell-O in boiling water, Add vinegar and «alt. 
Chh. When slightly threkened, fold in apples, rubbage, 
and alives, Torn mo individnal molds, Chill unul firm. 
Lamold on erisp lettuce, Serve with Hellmann's Mayon- 
naise, Serves 6, (All measurements on this pase are level.) 








Geseran Kooos, Battle Creek, Mich, 


L. H. J,— 12-31 








Please send mme . . , free , . | a capy of your brand-new booklet, “The Greater Jell-O Beeipe Book.” 
Name 
Street 
Mei: State 





(Fill in completely —prait name and address) 


Tf you live in Canada, address General Foods, Lid., Cobourg, Ontario. 


44 





LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 


© tsar wen nco 


The Gifts You Get 


OON you will be busy writ- 

ing letters and paying visits, 
trying to thank everyone who 
has sent you a present, careful 
not to forget anyone. 


But because they weren’t ad- 
dressed to you personally and 
sent by mail or express, perhaps 
you have forgotten to acknowl 
edge some of the priceless gifts 
you have received. 


Think for a minute of the 
welfare organizations that have 
been giving you their time, 
their training and ability, de- 
voting their every effort to make 
you, your family and your neigh- 
bors safer and happier. 


The Red Cross and other 
great organizations fed the 
hungry and nursed the 
sick while you remained 
comfortably at home— 
their gift to you of hours 
of leisure. 





Volunteer members of |7 
national and local associa’ |Z 
tions found children who |2 
were suffering from tuber- kj 
culosis, sent them to camps — | 

z 


and sanatoria to recover — 
giving your children extra 
protection from exposure. 








Boy Scout and Girl Scout E 


E 
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leaders gave up their holidays to 
teach clean living by word and 
example—a gift of better com- 
panionship for your children. 


Big Brothers sat in stuffy court 
rooms to rescue waifs and strays 
who did not have home back- 
ground to guide them—a gift of 
future good citizenship to your 
community. 


You will probably never meet, 
nor be able to thank, the doc- 
tors and scientists who have 
waged campaigns to make it 
increasingly unlikely that you 
and yours should ever contract 
smallpox, diphtheria, typhoid 

fever or other communica- 


fa ^ ble disease. In their labora- 


tories they are searching 
for means to prevent pre- 
mature death from cancer 
or heart disease. Magnifi- 
cent gifts to you of health 
— perhaps life itself. 


But you do know some of 
the great volunteer organi- 
zations which work for 
you continuously and ask 
your good will and sup- 
port. At this season will 
you not say "thank you" 
to two of them by wearing 
a Red Cross button and 
by using Christmas Seals? 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


FREDERICK H. ECKER, PRESIDENT 


ONE MADISON AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y. 
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“How long have you got?’’ she asked. 

“Three days,” he told her. 

“Oh, John—only three days?” 

“Less than that. I have to be back 
three days from now.” 

He smiled and rubbed his hand across 
her cheek. She wore a dark blue velvet 
suit with a big fur collar. A small dark 
blue velvet hat had a pink rose somewhere 
on it. She had never looked prettier. 

“T have to pull out of here in the after- 
noon, day after tomorrow. Well, let’s move. 
I want to get home with you.” 

"Aren't you hungry, John? Your 
mother had a big supper, but of course it 
was eaten hours ago. But I waited for 
you. Let's go into the depot restaurant 
and have something to eat. Walter and 
your father were down here with me, but 
they left just a little while ago. I told 
them you and I would have supper here 
before you took me home." 


Ix THE restaurant of 
the big old Union Station, they sat on the 
same side of the table, in a corner, and John 
kissed her again. Cecily chattered eagerly. 

“John, I’ve begrudged every hour you 
were late. And tomorrow I'll have to work 
in the morning. I’ve the afternoon off, to- 
morrow and the next day, but in the 
mornings I'll have to work. But that will 
give you a little time with your mother. 
John, I've the grandest job. I'm just 
crazy about it. I'm at Kelly's, a stenog- 
rapher in the advertising department. 
Practically all the men are gone but Mr. 
Klingensmith, our boss. They even have a 
woman copy writer, Miss Marsh. I work 
for her. I'm learning so much. It’s ter- 
ribly interesting. I've had two small 
raises already, John. I think I wrote you 
about the first one. Well, I’ve had another, 
just this week, and they're letting me 
write a little copy—a thing new for 
women. It’s grand to feel that you're 
doing work some fellow did, and letting 
him go to the war. Miss Marsh thinks I’ve 
a gift for advertising, John ——” 

“T guess girls are doing things every- 
where they never did before,” he an- 
swered kindly, “I’m mighty glad you like 
your work, since you have to do it. Did 
you notice my stripes, Cecily? I’m a cor- 
poral now. That's because I can holler 
louder than anyone else in the hut." 

Cecily was hungry. John was sorry she 
had waited. She wasn't to do things like 
that. 

"Partner," he said gently, “I don't 
know how I'm going off to France with- 
out you.” 


Then she grew grave. 

The table was cleared for dessert, and 

Cecily, her face pale with excitement, 

opened her purse, and took something 

from it and held it under her hand. John 
looked at her with fond curiosity. 

“John,” she said, “T’ve something here. 


Something I got today. I went at noon 
and got it. All by myself. I was scared 
but did it anyhow. I—I know we've 
talked of this before, and decided all about 
it, but John, I can't—I simply can't let 
you go—alone." 

She was almost in tears. Her lips quiv- 
ered. 

"You're not going overseas,” he said 
quickly. “You haven't joined anything— 
any nurses’ training school or anything 
like that!” 

"No," she said, "I promised you I 
wouldn't do that, though I really feel that 
I should. I really feel that I ought to be 
doing something, but it seems I’m too 
young, anyhow. John—look ——” 

She unfolded the paper with trembling 
fingers. John looked at it where it lay be- 
tween them. It was an application for a 
marriage license, all filled in save for 
John’s signature. John’s face flamed with 
color. Cecily grew white. He seized her 
hands, and held them tightly. 

“No! No!” he said, “No, I'll not do 
that. It’ll be bad enough, if I don’t come 
back, without leaving you——W hy, Cecily, 
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I may be over there for years. No one 
knows when the war will end. No, I've 
thought and thought about it. It's no 
way to do!” 

“But, John—don't you see—that’s why ! 
John, please—don't take that attitude. I 
want to. Don't you understand, darling, 
how hard it is to let you go? I'm so proud 
of you. I wani to be all yours, John. Your 
mother knows I have this, and so does 
mine. Your own father asked Mr. Koepple 
to keep a deputy on duty at the license 
bureau for us tonight. They know we may 
not come home tonight, John. I b-brought 
my bag down with me. Mr. Martindale is 
waiting for us. We planned it first —your 
mother and I—that we'd be married at 
your house, and she had a wedding supper 
for us. Then your train was announced 
late—and then later. Then Mr. Martin- 
dale said he would wait up for us in his 
study. We have only to telephone your 
mother and father, John, and they'll meet 
us at his house—and we'll be married in 
the manse. And then"-—she was falter- 
ing—‘‘I thought—a hotel, John—and a 
real visit at your home tomorrow. I—I 
didn't tell Walter. He doesn't want me to 
marry you— John. I can't say any more. I 
can't insist. I can't urge you. I’ve done 
all I can do ——” 

She sat silent, humped up a little, her 
eyes on her plate. She looked unutterably 
sad and forlorn, so small and young. John 
could not bear to have her sit so, the long 
lashes down over her eyes, the lashes that 
were like butterfly wings. If she didn't 
lift them in a moment, he felt that he 
would cry out. Marriage seemed a cow- 
ardly thing for him, a brave thing for her. 
But if she wanted it—if she knew what 
she wanted. If her mother—and his father 
and mother all approved —— 


He SAT immobile, silent, 
weighing things in his mind, waiting for 
some indication, some decision to come to 
him. A long moment passed between them. 
Then Cecily gave a little sigh, not more 
than the ghost of one, and said, in a voice 
scarcely audible: 

“Tm sorry, John. I shouldn't try—to 
go against your sense of what's right. 
We'll just forget it.” 

He took her hand and lifted it to his 
cheek, and turned it and kissed the palm. 

“It’s you I'm thinking of," he said 
softly. “It is entirely for you that I'm 
concerned. But if you wish it, Cecily—if 
you can be so generous do me such 
honor ——" 

The oddly antiquated phrases seemed 
to fall naturally from his lips. He felt so 
toward her. Her eyes flew wide. Her face 
was suffused with an extreme, almost an 
unbearable happiness. 

“John, you are the best man in the 
world. No girl ever had a man like you for 
alover, John. Oh, darling, my own dar- 
ling—I love you so my heart is breaking 
with it. I love you every minute, every 
second, every breath I draw. I wake up 
loving you in the morning and go to sleep 
with you in my thoughts, and love you all 
night and all day. I wish I had more ca- 
pacity, though I’m burdened with it now." 

“Cecily ——” He could scarcely bear 
the blaze in her eyes. “Cecily!” 


They left the restaurant 
together. They started out without their 
bags, remembered and went back. John 
got the bags from the check room, while 
she telephoned. The taxi waited while 
they stopped at the courthouse, gloomy 
and ill-lighted save for the clerk’s office, 
where a sleepy but good-natured clerk 
waited on them. The cab whirled out East 
Washington Street, to Irvington and 
stopped before the brick church. The 
driver knocked on the window twice be- 
fore they got out. He called after them, 
“Good luck!” and John called back for 
him to wait. 

The Reverend Mr. Martindale, whom 
John had known since childhood, shook 


(Continued on Page 46) 
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THREE CHOCOLATE CHEERS FOR THE HOLIDAYS! 


cf famous fudge, a truly regal sauce -- and. 
ant artful frosting that you dort have to cook 
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ROYAL SAUCE 


1 square Baker's Unsweetened 
Chocolate, cut in pieces 
3 tablespoons water 
4 tablespoons sugar 
Dash of salt 
115 tablespoons butter, melted 
Few drops vanilla 


Combine chocolate, water, sugar, 
and salt in double boiler. Heat 
and blend. Add butter and 
vanilla, Beat well. Makes % 
cup sauce. 

All measurements ave level 
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Irropuce these three members of the 
chocolate nobility to your family, just once 
—and every time they are announced 
thereafter loud rejoicing will greet them. 
Of course the cheers will really be for you, because 
a sute way to become a popular celebrity in your own 
home is to serve something made with chocolate... 
particularly if it is something as gorgeous as one of 
the three temptations shown on this page...for 
chocolate is America's favorite flavor. 

The newest of the new is Clever Judy Frosting... 
so new it isn't even in the Baker's Chocolate cook- 
book published this year! And clever indeed .. . a 
chocolate cake-frosting that doesn’t have to be cooked! 
You've never seen such a luxurious creamy-soft frost- 
ing so easily made as Clever Judy. Smooth it onto 
the cake with a lavish hand, as thick as you please. 
What a deep, velvety robe it makes for any good 
layer cake! If you haven’t a favorite cake recipe of your 
own you will find a sumptuous one in the new 
Baker cook-book. You can use this frosting on cup 
cakes too. Another clever thing about Clever Judy... 
you can make up a batch and keep it in the refriger- 
ator for several days, and it will be just as softly 
smooth as the day you made it! What a help—during 
the busy holiday season! 





BAKER'S CHOCOLAT 


A PRODUCT OF GENERAL FOODS CORPORATION 


Reg U.8. Pat. Off. 


CHOCOLATE FUDGE — see recipe on p. 
llustrations reproduced from color photographs) 
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Next, there is good old Chocolate Fudge! A pastime 
for rainy afternoons and a happy home-made treat 
for the holidays! You don’t have to experiment to get 
this recipe right... it will be butter-smooth first time! 

Then as a crown for your ice creams, cakes or 
puddings, nothing could be so truly regal as this silky 
textured Royal Sauce. 

Don’t be afraid that you won’t be able to live up 
to the reputation that these chocolate wonders will 
bring you... there are over 130 other marvels of 
chocolate cookery that you can perform in the new 
cook-book “Baker’s Best Chocolate and Cocoa Reci- 
pes.” Fill in the coupon and get your copy—it's Free! 


For Perfect Results There’s No Substitute for 
Baker’s Unsweetened Chocolate 


Your success in making things with chocolate depends on 
the depth of flavor in the chocolate you use. It has been the 
experience of American housewives, from the time of our 
great great grandmothers 151 years ago, that Walter Baker's 
Unsweetened Chocolate has set a standard in flavor that has not 
been approached all these years. Generations of skill go into 
the sorting, roasting and blending of its choice cocoa beans . . . 
the pick of the world’s crop. Only Baker’s Premium No. 1 
Chocolate can give such full-bodied flavor and ; 
creamy smoothness to your chocolate dishes. 


6 1931, G. F. Corp, 








CLEVER JUDY FROSTING 
LA good layer cake recipe is on page 16 of new Baker Cook-Book} 


1 tablespoon butter 1 egg or 2 egg yolks 2to 4 squares Baker's 
1 cup sifted confec- 4 cup mi K Unsweetened Choco- 
tioners' sugar ¥ teaspoon vanilla late, melted 


Cream butter thoroughly, add sugar gradually, and cream together well, 
Add egg, milk, vanilla, and chocolate. Place bow! in pan of cracked ice 
or ice water and beat with rotary egg beater until of right consistency to 
spread (about 3 minutes), Makes enough frosting to spread between and 
on top of two 8-inch layers. Double recipe to cover top and sides of 
three 8-inch layers. A/} measurements are level. 


Get the new Cook-Book—FREE! 
“Baker's Best Chocolate and Cocoa Recipes” 


A veritable mine of chocolate treasures! 137 recipes for all 
kinds of chocolate delights—candies, cakes, cookies, 
frostings, fillings, puddings, ice creams, sauces, home- 
made soda fountain beverages, steaming hot cups—scores 
of things you've always wanted to make—and will want 
to make much more, once you've tried them. Don't put 
off sending the coupon—fill it in and mail it right now! 


FILL IN COMPLETELY — PRINT NAME AND ADDRESS 


GENERAL FOODS 
Battle Creek, Mich. 


Please send free copy of your new 60-page "Baker's Best 
Chocolate and Cocoa Recipes." 










LHJ.12.31 







In Canada, address General Foods, Limited, Cobourg, Ontario 
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The way 
to the store 
around 
the corner 


OrrEN you ate told a neighbor- 
hood dealer can supply you 
with this or that commodity. 
But where is he—this neighbor- 
hood dealer—and what is his 
name, address, and telephone 
number? The Where to Buy It 
Classified Telephone Directory 
will help you find him. 

Look for the article you want 
by brand name or type of prod- 
uct. Many ate now so listed 
together with the names, ad- 
dresses and telephone numbers 
of authorized dealers. More 
than likely, one is located right 
in your neighborhood ready 
to serve you. 

The Classified Directory will 
help you in other ways, too. 
You will find that it can direct 
you to landscape architects, op- 
ticians, drug stores, flower shops 
and all sorts of personal or busi- 
ness helps. 





The Where to Buy It Classi- 
fied Telephone Directory will 
be glad to pass its information 
on to you. Use it regularly. 


Se 
WHERE To f, Y 
€ 


h BUY IT 
* E, 
a” 
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his hand warmly. John saw his father and 
mother in a daze, kissed them, hardly 
aware of them. Mrs. Martindale was 
waiting too. She had once been John's 
Sunday-school teacher. He had gone to 
this church as a boy. His parents lived 
only a few blocks away, north of East 
Washington. 

They were married. It took such a few 
minutes! His mother cried and kissed 
them both. His father and Mr. Martin- 
dale kissed Cecily and clasped John's hand. 
They were out on the steps of the tnanse 
again In the bitter winter night. The taxi 
was chugging at the curb. 

“Well, Mrs. Moore!" John said as he 
put her Into the taxi and he told the 
driver, ‘Claypool Hotel." 

All too soon they had stopped in the 
midst of downtown traffic, and the door- 
man was taking thelr bags, holding the 
door operi. 


Joun wrote, “Mr. and 
Mrs. John Moore, Indlanapolis,” on the 
register, and he was consumed with self- 
consciousness as he did so. 

A grinning bell boy seized their bags, 
and took them up in an elevator and un- 
locked a room on the top floor. Then they 
found themselves alone. 

The two were silent. Cecily hung up 
her wraps in the clothes closet, and John 
realized, too late, that he should have 
helped her. He put his greatcoat on a 
hanger beside hers and stooped and kissed 
her. He sat down in the big chair by the 
window, and reached for Cecily’s hand and 
drew her down on his knees. 

“Cecily, I want you to feel, all our life 
together, that it’s to be your wish, not 
mine, that will govern us. I can’t tell you 
how I feel about you—it's too much to put 
into words.” 

Yet words were easy now, words of 
love—promises for the future. 

“When I get back from France,” he 
told her—''when I get back and go to 
work, I'll work harder than a man ever 
did before. It will be a cinch then for fel- 
lows who were overseas. The world will 
belong to us. There's a great fighting 
spirit in the Army, Cecily. It won't take 
us long to clean things up. I'm not much 
good at hating the Germans. I always 
think of dear old Professor Schwartz, at 
Thornton. But I do hate their idea of mil- 
itary power and autocracy. It'sa war for 
universal freedom, Cecily ——" 

He said what he really thought, what 
he really felt, couched in the language of 
the day—the high-sounding phrases of 
wartlme, yet with a boy's sincerity and 
simple belief in things. She listened, in 
silence, but with sympathy and under- 
standing. Allthat hesaid was dignified by 
herloveforhim. He told her how he felt 
about being a private in the ranks—tried 
to tell her, and she understood. 


Irs like this, Cecily. I 
don’t want anything out of the war for 
myself. I don’t even want authority. It’s 
the men in the ranks that take the brunt. 
I feel more like a soldier. I want to be 
unimportant. Do you see, Cecily?” 

“Yes, darling, I see. Knowing you, I 
know what you mean.” 

They talked of the home they would 
have when he came back. A white house, 
with green shutters and a green lawn. And 
three children. Two boys and a girl. They 
would send them all to Thornton. The 
idea seemed funny to John. He laughed 
hugely. He grew very happy there with 
his little wife on his knees, and his Army 
training camp more than a thousand 
miles away. A clock somewhere struck 
one as they talked. Gradually the idea of 
being married ceased to be strange and 
became as natural as breathing. It seemed 
that they had been married for years, for 
always. 

Toward morning, John awakened, a 
shout in his throat, his heart beating 
heavily with terror. Only for a moment or 
two, as he struggled out of his dream, did 








the fragments of it remain clear to him. 
The awful fear of Ioneliness—the strange 
road, the barren fields around him, and 
way off, up the mountain side, Cecily — 
climbing rapidly, her back toward him— 
going forward with swift, strong strides, 
her face lifted up to the light coming over 
the mountain. Ánd in the dream, he had 
Struggled impotently to run after her, 
struggled vainly to shout. It had the 
quality ofnightmare. Hecotild not move— 
his feet were of lead. He shouted —but no 
voice came from his lips, and in his terrific 
effort he awoke, 

The dream evaporated into mist before 
he could fix it. It became confused—and 
went glimmering away into unreality. 
But the feeling of fright and impotence 
remained with John. He was badly 
shaken. He turned on the light beside the 
bed and for a long time, propped on his 
elbow, he stared down at Cecily’s sleeping 
face—more clear, more purposeful and 
strong asleep than awake and smiling. 

She was so small, he thoiight tenderly. 
And her heart so big. Everything she had 
said to him had sunk deeply into his tind, 
except what she sald about her work, and 
her pleasure and ability in It. That alone 
had seemed unreal. That he had failed to 
notice. 

She had left a call for seven. When the 
phone rang he resented it that she had to 
go to her job. It seemed a piece of foolish- 
ness, but he could riot talk her out of it. 
But he would go out with het, go to her 
office, and then hotne to see his mother. 
Going to France would be easler now. 
Cecily was right. All her instiricts were 
right. 

He felt a sense of conviction atid power 
upon him. What slight fear he might have 
had that he would not return from France 
was now entirely obliterated. Ceclly was 
his charm, his magic. With such a wife 
waiting for him to come home to, neither 
shot nor shell could stop him. 


Hi. Topay, turning to- 
ward his mother’s house, a brand-new 
husband, John seemed to see it in a new 
light and with new appreciation; as 
though, for the first time in his life, his 
mother and father emerged from the com- 
fortable background whose total spelled 
Home, and became individuals, impor- 
tant, strong and good. 

The frame house where the Moores had 
lived for years was not one of the fine 
places of Irvington. It was situated on a 
corner of a street lined with such houses, 
sound, respectable, made up entirely of 
home-owning families. 

John’s father was an official in the gas 
company, under Mr. Cromwell. He had 
been with the same firm for twenty-five 
years, and as the cost of living ‘had ad- 
vanced, his income, too, had advanced, so 
that the Moore family had lived without 
much change of routine through the long 
years, 

Thinking of Cecily as his own wife and 
homemaker, John saw at once how mar- 
velously well his mother had done. Little 
things took on new value. He knew how 
she had struggled to give them a happy 
childhood, and to save, too, her beloved 
household goods from their destructive 
small fingers. John was the oldest of four. 
The twins, Amy and May, were seventeen, 
now, and in their last year at Shortridge 
High School. Dan was thirteen. 

John ran up the steps and opened the 
front door, which was never locked, and 
shouted for his mother, and he heard her 
coming a little heavily, through the house, 
and he went to meet her and caught her in 
a great hug and kiss. 

“Where’s Cecily?” she asked at once, 
and he saw that she was disappointed 
when he explained that Cecily had felt she 
had to go to work, but would be off for the 
afternoon. 

“On the first day of her marriage! What 
a shame, and I hope it isn’t a sign!" Mrs. 
Moore said, and John laughed as always 
at his mother's signs and wonders, pulled 
off his coat and threw it, with his hat, onto 
the couch. 
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"You've grown stouter, mother," he 
teased her, and she said, comfortably, 
“It’s time I was getting stouter.” 

“Tt makes you prettier than ever,” he 
told her, and she laughed and grew pink, 
and stooped and kissed hitn. “I wonder if 
Cecily will ever fatten up? " he asked, try- 
ing to think of Cecily as middle-aged and 
stout, and finding it impossible. ** Mother, 
she’s the littlest thing ——” His voice 
trailed away. He looked at his mother 
with shining eyes. 

“John,” she told hiin gravely, ‘I think 
you've made a fine tarriage. I know 
mothers are supposed to be jealous when 
their sons marry, but I can't work up a 
thing in that direction. I only hope all of 
my children do as well. Cecily is a little 
lady, and she's sharp as a tack. And of 
course, I can't help loving her for loving 
you so well. You've a fine wife, John. If 
your marriage doesn't work out well, it 
will be your own fault.” 

“Well, that’s encouraging, anyhow.” 


m 

Youre kind of slow, 
you know, John—kirid of an innocent. I 
was always afraid one of these silly, greedy 
girls would get hold of you and work you 
to death. And to find you married to a girl 
that’s willing to do her part and more is a 
great blessing to me.” - 

“What do you think about our getting 
married now, mother?” he asked anx- 
iously, and she answered sturdily: 

“T think it was the thing to do. Cecily 
was half afraid you’d have noble notions, 
and wouldn't fall in with her plans, and 
I'm glad you did it. She has to take her 
risks too. She has spunk, that young lady 
has, and she's not afraid to take life as it 
comes. I'd have felt as she does." 

“How could I fail to fall in with her 
plans?" he asked. "I wanted it as much, 
or more, than she did. But I'd never have 
asked her to marry me now." 

** John, how long have you got?" 

He told her. She grew pale and closed 
herlipsfirmly. But shelooked out through 
the glass pane of the kitchen door, and 
John saw, with intuition, that beyond the 
very threshold wide seas swept before her 
mind, seas bristling with submarines and 
planted mines. 

“You don't know when you'll go over- 
Seas?" 

“No one knows, mom. It might be a 
week or a month. But it won't be long, 
I'm sure. We have all our equipment. A 
fellow can tell. We're in shape to sail any 
time they send us out to the seacoast. I 
had so much trouble getting this leave, 
I think it will be soon now.” 

Shesat thoughtful a minute, then asked 
him: 

“Do you realize what a good job that 
Child has? She will go far. You'll have to 
hustle, John, to keep up with her. Your 
father saw Mr. Kelly at the Republican 
Club, and Mr. Kelly asked him if Cecily 
wasn't engaged to you, John, and he told 
father they already have her writing some 
small ads. She's picked it right up, all the 
printing and newspaper end of mer- 
chandising.”’ 


Tuars pretty good, 
isn’t it?” said John indifferently, and 
added, “ Well, she won't be working long, 
I hope." 

“John, don't be stupid. She loves it. 
It’s all she can talk about. Her job—and 
you. And she's good at her work. If I'd 
had a chance for money-making when I 
was a girl, I'd never have married a great 
farmer like you!" 

“Not without a chance," he answered 
comfortably, but she was, he thought, un- 
necessarily serious about Cecily's work. 

“What are you going to do when you 
come out of the Army, John?" 

“T intended to start in at the bottom, 
in the gas company. But I'll have to have 
more money than they pay beginners, 
mother, with Cecily to take care of. I 
might be a salesman—anything that turns 
up. Time enough to think of that later." 


(Continued on Page 49 
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It can’t be “just like Kotex"— 
substitutes don’t offer this safety and security 





Kotex is used in leading hospitals; it pro- 


tects comfortably; is adjustable; disposable. 


T is not enough for a sanitary pad to look like Kotex. 
To be safe, sanitary protection must be as hygieni- 
cally made as Kotex. Immaculate. Clean. The kind of 
product a hospital approves. 
So, when tempted to try a substitute, don’t be satis- 
fied with the careless statement, "just like Kotex.” Ask 
how this substitute was made. Where. By whom. 


Health is involved 


Demand a complete answer to these questions. You 
have a right to know—your health is involved. Be very 
sure what you are doing before you sacrifice the absolute 
safety of Kotex. 

When buying sanitary napkins already wrapped, in- 
quire of the clerk: "Is this Kotex?” Thus you'll make 
sure of getting nothing but the genuine Kotex. 

Kotex is bought by hospitals in enormous quantities— 
showing that it fully meets their requirements. Kotex, 


indeed, is made with hospital care. In surroundings of im- 
maculate cleanliness, Modern methods are used through- 
out, so hands never touch Kotex in the making. As 
soon as made, Kotex is sealed in dustproof packages. 


Comfort matters, too 


Every precaution is taken for your comfort as well as 
health. Kotex is made of laminated layers of Cellucotton 
(not cotton)absorbent wadding. These layers absorbaway 
from the surface, which remains soft and delicate. 

Often you find a certain degree of comfort at first. 
But soon that surface softness changes to chafing hard- 
ness. Kotex delicacy and comfort lasts. 

Kotex may be worn on either side with equal pro- 
tection. There is none of that feeling of possible embar- 
tassment from wrong adjustment. Kotex is shaped to 
fit, and easily adjusted. It is treated to deodorize. 

Kotex Company, Chicago. 





KOTEX IS SAFE... 


1 Can be worn on either side 
with equal comfort. 


2 The Kotex absorbent is the 
identical material used by surgeons 
in 85% of the country’s leading 
hospitals, 


3 The Kotex filler is far lighter 
and cooler than cotton, yet absorbs 
5 times as much. 


4 Disposable, instantly, completely. 


Sold at all drug, dry goods and de- 
partment stores. Or, singly, in cabinets 
by the West Disinfecting Company. 


Che new kttex elt; 


brings new ideals of sanitary comfort! Woven 

to fit by an entirely new patented process. 

Firm yet light; will not curl; perfect-fitting. 
(U. S, Patent No. 1770741) 


KOTEX 


Sanitary Napkins 
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... but hands grow old 
so quickly! Cruel little lines 
and persistent roughness 
destroy their thrilling charm 
. . . sometimes even at 20, 


often before 30 





Its two famous ingredients keep hands 
serenely white and smooth 





Gift Box 
for Men 


For every man on your Christmas list this gift 
package of shaving luxuries! It contains Wood- 
bury’s Shaving Cream, Talc, Soap (guest size) and 
Jergens Lotion or Woodhury’s After-Shaving Lotion 
—whichever you choose—as sure protection against 
chapping. Father, brother, hushand, son—one or all 
will be touched hy your benign thoughtfulness in 
bestowing so practical and humanitarian a gift! 
Found at all drug stores and toilet goods counters, $1. 


ELTI 





You can keep your hands enchantingly young and soft and white with the simplest, easiest care 


yon HANDS can keep that smooth bewitching white- 
ness of youth. No need now for them to grow withered 
and old, long before their time. 


Skin specialists know two famous restoratives—one 
for whitening, the other for softening the skin. Both are 
blended with other healing elements into a fragrant 
silvery liquid—Jergens Lotion—which has a most mar- 
velous effect on the skin. 

If your hands have a tendency toward redness, if they 
often feel dry and harsh, begin using Jergens Lotion at 
once—always after washing your hands and when you 
come in from the cold. With the very first application 
you'll notice a distinct improvement. 


its 2 famous ingredients make hands smooth . . . white 


Within an amazingly short time you'll find that this gentle 
care makes your hands softly smooth and white—charm- 
ingly young—no matter how hard you use them at house- 
hold tasks or active sports. 


You can use Jergens Lotion any time—your skin ab- 
sorbs it so readily that it leaves no stickiness. Instantly 
your hands are smoother, softer, whiter. For these 
reasons many women delightedly use it for a powder 
base, too. 

Start using Jergens Lotion today and give your hands 
the beguiling flower-like softness of youth. Get a bottle 
at your druggist’s or any toilet goods counter. 50¢ and in 
an economical $1 size. 


FREE: New Trial Bottle of this wonderful lotion. 
A generous-sized sample of Jergens Lotion will be sent you 
free— just write to The Andrew Jergens Company, 4023 Alfred 
Street, Cincinnati, Ohio. (In Canada, 4023 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ont.) 


Name. Yo 


Address. 








City- EE 71 R 
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“You'd better make plans," she warned 
him. “Just a job isn't good enough. I'd 
have something in mind.” 

“Here you are—scolding me,” he com- 
plained. So they let it go. John told his 
mother about his dream, and then re- 
gretted It, for he saw that she took it seri- 
ously. Under all her able intelligence and 
energy, he knew that she belleved in 
dreams, was superstitious to a degree. But 
she said little about it; only he could see 
that she was impressed, and the dream, 
which had faded, became real again. 

Mrs. Moore told John that she didn't 
like Cecily's brother, Walter. 

'"' He's been out here with Cecily once or 
twice. I had the: to dinner," she said. 
“T want Cecily to feel that she's at home 
here. We all love her, and I think she 
loves us. The twins adore her. But Walter 
is a different matter. He's good-looking 
and attractive. He's even an exciting 
young man. The twins were terribly im- 
pressed. Amy, especially, was simply pop- 
eyed. She showed off till I was mortified. 
Of course she's at a flighty age, and 
Walter is good-looking, to an inexperi- 
enced girl. But he looks soft to me—soft 
and selfish He's perfectly frank about 
the draft. If he's called he'll go. If he 
isn’t he won't. People have changed since 
last spring. They think that's the right 
way to do now, to wait for the draft. And 
perhaps it is. But it vexes me to see a 
fine, college-bred, young American like 
him, with no responsibilities, waiting on 
the draft like any first-generation immi- 
grant. I can't admire him. Him and his 
buslness—and Cecily! She pays her own 
way--he doesn’t do anything for her! 
Staying home, making money, and lots of 
it, while the others fight!" 


Tuarss not a new idea, 
mother. Half the substantial fortunes in 
Indiana were founded that way during the 
Civil War. And the fellows in camp think 
those are the smart guys now.” 

“They don’t really,” she said. “They 
just say that to be smart themselves.” 
John, smiling, agreed with her. 

“I just can't believe Cecily and Walter 
come from the same stock,” Mrs. Moore 
went on; "they're so different. But, of 
course, I might not like her family any- 
how,” she admitted honestly. “I’m not 
sorry they're way out in California. Í like 
having Cecily belong to us.” 

* You'll look out for her, mother, while 
I'm away?” 

“T will that, you may be sure, as though 
she were my own, as, indeed, she is now. 
T'd like to have her come here to live with 
us if she wants to. John’’—she colored 
slowly, difficultly —" did you think about— 
protecting her? From having a baby, I 
mean? It might be hard for her, with you 
away." 

John sat staring at his cigarette smoke. 
His eyes came to his mother's face. He 
said slowly: 

“No—I thought of it. But I didn't say 
anything. I can't tell you how I felt, 
mother. Contraception—it’s a word that 
seems to go along with girls soldiers pick 
up on the street. I couldn’t name it—to 
Cecily.” 

She seemed more than satisfied. 


Sue is a good girl,” 
she agreed, with all the old-fashioned 
meaning in the word. "I thought I'd say 
something to her—seeing as her mother’s 
so faraway. But I couldn’t. She has her 
own dignity. Besides, one reason she 
wanted to be married, probably—just in 
case —— : 

“No such luck, mother. I'll be back,” 
he told her. “PN come home to Cecily— 
never you fear about that —and soon too.” 

“T hope so, John.” 

It was time for hirn to go. He remem- 
bered the gifts he had brought them all, 
and got them out of his coat pockets. His 
mother kissed him and thanked him for 
all of them. 
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“Go into the office and see your father. 
He was disappointed not to see more of 
you last night. And he said, if you came 
in, he thought Mr. Cromwell would offer 
you a job against your return. Better not 
pass up any such chances." 

“TIl go into the office, mother. It’s just 
a block from Kelly’s. But I must meet 
Cecily at twelve. She wants to introduce 
me to the people in her office, And I 
mustn't be late." 

She kissed him again, and he went off, 
his great shoulders bulking in his olive- 
drab coat. His mother's face was sud- 
denly wet with tears as she stood in the 
door and watched him go. 


IV. M 

R. CROMWELL shook 
John’s hand enthusiastically. He was al- 
ways that way with Thornton graduates. 
John's father hovered about, proud and 
almost clucking. Mr. Cromwell congratu- 
lated John on his marriage and delivered 
an epitome on wedded bliss. 

“And now you're going overseas? Your 
parents must be mighty proud of you. 
And you'll look us up when you get back, 
won't you? Always room for a good man 
jn this company." 

“Thank you, sir. I'll be needing a job 
then." 

“We won't forget you, will we, Mr. 
Moore? We won't be able to do enough 
for you fellows that have been 'over 
there." 


“Thank you, and I'll remind you some 
day." 

John was in a hurry to get away and 
could hardly keep from fidgeting when 
Mr. Cromwell insisted on telling him a 
long story his father had told about the 
Civil War. 

But at last John escaped and jog- 
trotted to Kelly's. He was at once swamped 
in that peculiar embarrassment felt by 
some men in a woman's store. He had 
never been in Kelly's before, he thought, 
unless it was when he was a little fellow, 
tagging after his mother. He found the 
advertising department in a whole series 
of offices on the seventh floor. There was a 
businesslike aspect in all this part of the 
store—which John had never known ex- 
isted. 

Cecily was looking out for him and she 
came to him at once, her face shining. 

“Darling,” he said, forgetting the store; 
and she flushed, and laughed, too, taking 
his hand and leading him to a woman who 
Dg near by, an expectant smile on her 

ace. 


JOHN, I want you to 
meet Miss Marsh, our copy writer. This 
is my husband, Mr. Moore.” 

“Tye been scolding Cecily for coming 
down at all today," Miss Marsh, friendly 
and full-bosomed, told John. “If she had 
telephoned me and told me what big do- 
ings were forward, I'd never have let her 
come." There was here the insincere coy- 
ness of the spinster, but John thought she 
wasn't a bad old girl. “We all think it's 
terribly romantic—a real war marriage, 
right in our office. You mustn't let Cecily 
quit work now. She's so awfully clever. 
Mr. Klingensmith's asslstant is leaving 
for Fort Benjamin Harrison and I think 
Mr. K. has his eye on Cecily.” 

“Thanks,” said John, beaming down at 
Cecily, and Cecily laughed a little depre- 
catingly. She showed John her desk and 
what she did besides stenographic work. 
She was, Miss Marsh informed him, a 
born proofreader. When Cecily went off 
for her wraps, Miss Marsh talked on, and 
John had an uneasy feeling that she con- 
sidered Cecily much too good for him. 

“T wish you didn’t have to work," he 
said in the elevator, not understanding 
his own feeling. “TIl assign fifteen dollars 
of my pay to you, and the Government 
will give you fifteen more, and mother’d 
like you to come to live with them. You 
could manage, couldn't you?” 

“Oh, John, I'd die of loneliness if I 
hadn't my job. And your mother and I 
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Se shoes 


_.. Theyre Enna Jetticks 


. . . [ dont wonder, though, that you thought 
them expensive shoes, because the last is fashion- 
able, the leather is smart, and the fit is perfect." 








































































SHOES FOR WOMEN 


NO LONGER 
BE TOLD 
THAT YOU 
HAVE AN 
EXPENSIVE 
FOOT 


AAAAAWEEEY Sizes Íte 12 


ENNA JETTICK SHOES are 
made in a range of 177 sizes 
and widths ... 
AAAAA to EEE » » Sizes 1 to 12 


As a result, your Enna Jettick 
dealer can fit your foot correctly 
and stylishly . . . no need for a 


forced fitting. 

Economies made possible by the 
tremendous Enna Jettick produc- 
tion enable the manufacturers of 
Enna Jettick Shoes to furnish you 
that touch of quality and crafts- 
manship previously found only in 
far more expensive shoes. 


The ENNA JETTICK prices . . . 


$5.00 sd $600 


(never more except in Canada) 


mean that you need not be with- 
out perfect foot comfort and the 
smartest style. 


ENNA JETTICK Shoes make your feet 
look their best always 





Enna Jettick Melodies 


every Sunday night on an 


N. B. C. coast-to-coast. 


hook-up. Old-fashioned 
songs and hymns. . . no 
jazz. 


Alwyn Bach, announcer 
awarded the Gold Med- 
al for Superiority in Dic- 
tion by the American 
Society of Arts and Let- 
ters. 


Made by the Largest Manufacturers in the World of Women’s Shoes Exclusively 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL December, 1931 





December, 1931 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 


GROWTH OF AN IDEA 


Let an idea, however vague, 

catch hold of a man’s mind, 

and no one can tell to what 

it may lead. As the ripples 
from a pebble dropped into water will travel in ever 
widening circles across the whole surface of the pool, 
wlat seems but an incident may produce effects that 
touch the very limits of human life. 

When Watt observed the power of steam to lift the 
lid of the kettle, he conceived the mere thought that 
this principle might be put to practical usc. But, as a 
result, came the steam engine; then through variations 
and extensions, the machine age. In consequence, not 
only economic conditions but the world’s whole social 
and political aspect has been changed. 

Something of this same thing began with the coming 
of Fisher Bodies. It would be absurd to say that closed- 
body development ever equalled in importance the 


development of the automobile itself. But the auto- 


mobile without a closed body was but a short-season 
sporting turnout, not a year-round conveyance needed 
or even desired by the people as a whole. 

Then Fisher, believing that closed bodies were practical, 
proved its belief. The attitude toward the automobile 
changed. Thousands who never desired a car before now 
wanted one. The new demand opened the way to new 
production methods. Cost per car, in consequence, went 
steadily down. The lower the prices reached, the larger 
ihe market grew; the larger the market, the lower the 
prices. The endless chain was welded. 

So, too, with Fisher itself, one result has followed 
another. The success of its basic ideas has opened, 
year after year, new avenues for the development of 
resources and facilities which, in turn, have again and 
again advanced the possibilities of Fisher achievement. 
True to the laws of cause and effect, Fisher Bodies are 
and by the same laws you can 


finer every year... 


expect them to be still finer in the future. 





Here’s light on the 


great, annual 


problem! 


CAN you think of a better gift than 
safety-after-dark . . . freedom from 
fear of fire? That’s what the Eveready 
Electric Candle gives! Use it anywbere; 
carry it anywhere—from the bedside- 
table to tbe attie; cellar; or a closet. 
Exceptionally fine for night-trips to 
the nursery. Its soft glow won't arouse 
the lightest sleeper! 

The Candle lights when you pick it 
up. Goes out when you put it down. A 
steady, permanent light is possible too. 
You find the Candle in the dark by the 
luminous dots around the base. 

Like other Eveready Wireless-Electric 
Lights, the Candle has no cords, or no 
connections with the house-current. It 
is powered by the new, extra long life, 
metal-seal Eveready Batteries (a set of 
renewal batteries costs only 20c) that 
give many hours of bright light. 6% 
inches bigh. A beautiful, satiny, silver- 
like finish. Instead of wandering and 
woudering—dismiss most of your shop- 
ping with Eveready Candles. Only $1.75, 
complete. At all good department, bard- 
ware, drug, electrical and gift stores. 


A CANDLE 
FOR YOUR WINDOW! 
Every one wants a cbeerful, friendly 
candle in ber window at Christmas... 
but she usually fears a fire. You'll be 
perfectly safe witb tbe Eveready Elec- 


tric Candle! It can’t start a fire. Just 
set it beneatb the bolly wreatb—no 


viues, ao EVEREADY 


plugs, no 
WIRELESS-ELECTRIC 


LIGHT 


to make. 
Do it in a 

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, Inc. 
Ceneral Offices: New York, N. Y. 


second! 
Unit of — ! and Carbon 
Union Carbide Corporation 
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will get along better if I just go to visit 
her and don’t try to live with her. And 
this gives me a chance to save some money. 
That’s going to be terribly important 
now.” 

John felt that he ought not to try to 
dictate the mode of her life while he was 
away. If it amused her to work, if the 
time would pass more easily for her, he 
had no right to object. He shouldn’t like 
sitting about—waiting. 

They had luncheon together at the 
hotel, and decided to be selfish and to have 
their dinner there, alone. 

“Walter is furious,” Cecily confessed. 
“T telephoned him that we were married 
last night, and he was so mad he couldn’t 
make any coherent speeches, so I just 
hung up. He’ll come around. He never 
stays cross with me.” 


Joun didn’t care much 
about Walter's diffidence. He had some- 
thing else on his mind. He said: 

"Mother spoke to me this morning— 
about babies "—and grinned at her. Cecily 
laughed without self-consciousness. 

“She tried to speak to me about it, but 
I wouldn't let her. John, I hope I do have 
a baby; I hope I have twins. So there!" 

She was startlingly alive in that mo- 
ment. "If you're not gone long then there's 
nothing to fear, and if you are gone a long 
time, it will mean that I have somebody 
just like you to love and care for." 

“But the expense—the danger ——-” 

Suddenly he was pierced with the 
thought of leaving her. His breath left 
him. He was stranded, alone, in a terrible 
place. At once it became intolerable to 
leave her, to go through unknown dangers, 
without him. Sweat started on his fore- 
head. His hands were like ice. But he 
couldn’ go away and leave his wife alone— 
his Cecily. Leave her, without a husband, 
working in a store, leaving her in this 
casual manner, unprotected, without him 
to stand between her and the world. It 
had been a mistake to marry her. She was 
his wife now, and he could not be a hus- 
band to her, but was forced instead to go 
away. But her voice as she spoke was 
calm and matter-of-fact. 

“Expenses—pooh!” said Cecily heart- 
ily. “I’m not worrying about money. You 
can always make it. You can always get 
hold of money. But you can’t marry John 
Moore every day in the week.” 

Her sweet smile reassured him a little. 
She looked into his strained face, and her 
own became tender and maternal. 

“Do you know how much I love you, 
John?” 

“More than I deserve," he answered, 
still shaken by the sudden vision of sep- 
aration. 

"Not that much—not possibly, but 
oceans, anyhow.” 

Alone in their room, John held her 
close, his eyes closed, his face pressed 
against her hair. He saw now what he 
was in for. In a moment he would have 
to tear his arms away from this small 
figure that held the world for him, and 
march off. He did not fear the sea or for- 
eign soil or any army or combination of 
them. But he feared dreadfully for her. 

“Don’t grieve, John,” she said. "Let's 
be happy today and tomorrow.” 


They were happy again, 
but the first reckless gayety was gone. 
Separation loomed tike a dark cloud over 
them. 

Afterward, alone and awake on the 
train, suffering from the horrible thought 
that he might never see her again, as she 
had run along beside the moving train, 
smiling, throwing kisses to him, her face 
wet with tears—afterward, John thought 
of many things. He thought of what his 
mother had said, of what Miss Marsh had 
said. He thought of his dream, with a 
disturbing prescience. He saw that he 
must revise a little his ideas of his wife’s 
character and spirit. 


It was difficult for him to do so. In his 
heart she was both child and goddess, but 
not an equal. She was so far above him 
that he marveled he dared reach for her. 
The possession of her sweet love was a 
thing no man might take with impunity. 
And at the same time he had this wonder- 
ful feeling of protectiveness for her. But 
that she was an able business woman, that 
she had a sense cf responsibility of her 
own, that she was “smart” and had 
“spunk” were strange phrases. Strange 
to think of Cecily with any responsibility 
save to be herself, pure and good. And then 
he quit thinking, and went over again and 
treasured again every moment with her, 
and the pain of having left her pressed 
into him like a thorn. 

The intolerable hours spun into days, 
the days to weeks and months, and the 
months to years, before John’s great pas- 
sion to see his wife was satisfied. Training 
in France, active service, the influenza at 
the Red Cross hospital at Toul, with the 
cable about his son constantly in his 
hand or under his pillow, then Armistice, 
and then— frustration ! He seemed doomed 
to the Army of Occupation, like a man 
doomed to Siberia, and the days marched 





Jf You Enjoy 
Shopping Crushes 


THEN this is not for you. 
But if you’d like to 
Christmas-shop from the 
comfort of your favorite 
chair, read on. . . . Simpl 
send us the names and ad- 
dresses of friends you'd like 
to remember with JOURNAL 
af subscriptions and we'll 

o the rest. 

We start hy sending ahead 
a gloriously colored Christ- 
mas card to announce your 
gift, and follow through 
with a fresh new copy of 
the JourNaL—the modern 
woman’s guidebook to gra- 
cious living. 


on, heedless, charmed, so that the war was 
all but forgotten, the life at home entirely 
readjusted, and it was 1921, and January, 
with little Jack two years old, before John 
set foot on his own soil once more. 


Y Cecy doesn’t want 
to quit work until I get on my feet,” said 
John evasively in answer to his mother’s 
question. He had come home from France 
only that day—the last man, he said, to 
get back, although there were still actu- 
ally several thousand men in the Army of 
Occupation. 

They had had a great family dinner, the 
one Mrs. Moore had planned twice, previ- 
ously, for John and Cecily. John sat with 
his two-year-old son on his knee, holding 
his watch for the grave little boy to play 
with it. Mr. and Mrs. Martindale were 
there, and, of course, Walter, and the twins 
and Dan, as well as John’s father and 
mother—and Cecily and her son. 

John kept looking at Cecily. He was 
amazingly shy with her. He was feeling 
his way. He simply cou'd not feel that he 
had any rights or prerogatives here, in 
spite of the shining look of love and pride 
on her face, the beaming tenderness of her 
glances at him. Long anticipation had 
turned now into heavy shyness. 

He had said, as a boy, “She isn't beau- 
tiful," and had, mysteriously, been proud 
of that fact. But he could hardly say it 
now. For Cecily had changed. Her face 
was fuller, so that her eyes and mouth 
were in better proportion. She was per- 
haps eight or nine pounds heavier, still 
small, but not with the thin, little-girl 
look she had had. She had learned much 
about clothes. She was very smart, from 
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her short, swirled hair to her little feet in 
high-heeled trim slippers. The brilliant 
brown mass of her hair enraptured John, 
yet he was sorry, without saying so, that 
she had cut it. She held her head with 
courage. Her mouth was firm and dis- 
ciplined. And on her face was now a look 
of clear, alert intelligence, undimmed by 
the mysterious, romantic confusion of the 
young girl. She looked a little as she had 
in her sleep that first night of marriage. 
She had poise, self-assurance, maturity. 

His mother had aged, John saw. Her 
step was slower, her body heavier. Silver- 
rimmed glasses covered her gray eyes. The 
twins were great young ladies, tall and 
blooming. The baby, Jack, had red hair 
like John's sisters and Mr. Moore, but he 
had Cecily's brilliant brown eyes. Dan, at 
sixteen, was almost as tall as John himseif, 
but awkward, running too much to neck 
and wrists, a gangling, self-conscious, for- 
ward boy. John's father alone remained 
unchanged. 


Axp he had thought 
those weary, unending months in the 
Army of Occupation that he could come 
directly back and start where he had left 
off; that everything was poised, waiting, 
for him; that Cecily had taken a small 
apartment of her own when she went back 
to work after the baby was born; that Amy 
and May had not gone to college after high 
school, but had worked in overalls at the 
Valentine factory, doing piece work for 
good pay during hostilities, and later had 
gone, not to Thornton, but to Butler, close 
by, where they could live at home and be 
exempt from dormitory regulations; that 
Cecily was now Mr. Klingensmith’s as- 
sistant; that she had been advanced to 
thirty, to forty, then fifty dollars a week; 
that his father’s pay had not advanced 
with war prices, and the house was a little 
shabbier than ever before; all of these 
facts had seemed unreal —not irrevocable; 
as though it would all change back again, 
once he was home. 

Cecily, with her good job and her apart- 
ment, her competent, by-the-day practi- 
cal nurse for the baby, her increasing 
ability and authority in the store, was so 
far from the picture of the little Cecily, 
tender, trusting, looking to him, that he 

ad carried in his heart, that John was a 
little at sea. 

And Walter, finally drafted, at the Fort 
Seven months, discharged immediately 
after the Armistice, with a new partner in 
his growing real-estate business, was well 
dressed, pleasant, as sure of himself as 
John was unsure. Walter had been teasing 
the twins all evening, and it irked John to 
see Amy bridle and color and answer him 
flippantly, just as it had irked his mother 
three years ago. 

John passed his hand over his son's red 
curls, with a great and aching love in his 


heart. 

“Daddy?” said little Jack, smiling so 
that all his teeth showed, and his eyes 
scrunched up, as Cecily's did. 


Joun’s throat worked. 
He had not been able to anticipate Jack 
at all he told himself, when he had stared 
at the very infrequent babies or little fel- 
lows he had seen in France, when he had 
showed every nurse that came near him, 
at Toul, the cable announcing Jack’s birth, 
when he had made a nuisance of himself 
with snapshots inclosed in every letter 
from Cecily. Never had he been able to 
anticipate this fine, grave, flesh-and-blood 
boy, with Cecily’seyes and John’s father’s 

air. 

“I suppose she’s right,” said Mrs. 
Moore, referring to Cecily’s job, after a 
considerable silence, and she added: “I 
think she should have her own way. She’s 
had the responsibility all this time, and 
carried it wonderfully. We are all full of 
praise for her. But I hoped that now she 
could give all her time to the baby.” 

“He doesn’t look as though he’d been 
neglected any,” said John defensively. 


(Continued on Page 54) 
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FOUR PERFUME AND MAKE-UP ESSENTIALS PRESENTED BY 


HOUBIGANT, PREMIER CREATOR OF REQUISITES FOR THE PURSE 


Houbigant Compacts retain the fine tex- 
ture, the smooth-spreading and adherent 
qualities of the loose powder because they 
are loose powder, compressed by an ex- 
clusive process. The rubbing of the puff 
will instantly revert them to loose form. 
Refills are 50c. 


Gold-finished TripleVanity: 
Compoct Powder, Rouge, 
and Lipstick, $2.50. Also 
presented in two Models 
De Luxe with French Enam- 
elled designs in four dis- 
tinctive color combina- 
tians, gold - finished or 
plotinum-taned. .. . $3.50 


Plotinum-toned Rouge Cor» 
pact, In addition to the 
faur regular Houbigantcal- 
ars, this rauge ıs presented 
in two new shodes: Mat 
{mediuml—Modern (rosp- 
berry) 75c. . . Refills 50c 









Mascora: in a “chic” 
plotinum-taned case 
with blue enamelled 
design. . . . . . $125 


Purse size Parfum fitted ine 
to a gold-finished cose. | 
Chaice of odeurs: BOIS 
DORMANT, FLEUR BIEN- | 
AIMEE, AU MATIN, QUEL- ' 
QUES FLEURS, LE PARFUM 
"MELODIES DE FRANCE" IDEAL ond others... $1.75 


Gay French Music and Songs 


Qver WJZ ond Associated N.B.C. Stations 


Every Sunday Afternoon at 4 IE. S TJ 





YOU MAKE MEALS easéez 
by planning them backwards 


So Nourishing for Children, 
so Satisfying for Men the 
Rest of the Meal Takes 
Little Trouble or Cost! Get 
New Recipe Book—FREE! 



























HAT makes meal planning so 
difficult? Isn't it the time it takes 
to prepare a really satisfactory meal... 
the worry of thinking up something to 
please both your children and your hus- 
band...and finally, keeping down the 
cost without sacrificing nourishment? 
Time — Worry — Money! Minute 
Tapioca desserts solve all three of these 
problems with zozrisbment. For, besides 
the food value of the Minute Tapioca 
itself, 23 of the Minute Tapioca des- 
sert recipes in the new cook-book con- 
tain milk and eggs. 37 contain fruit of 
various kinds, whileothers contain nuts, 
chocolate and many more nutritious 
ingredients. 

Plan menus backwards and simplify 
the whole meal! Serve such nourish- 
ing desserts as these, and you'll need 
only simple, inexpensive dishes to com- 
plete the meal. 

And Minute Tapioca desserts are 
hardly any trouble at all to make in 
themselves. No soaking and only the 
briefest cooking is needed with Minute 
Tapioca. Most of the recipes in the 
new cook-book can be made whenever 
you have a few spare moments and put 
in the refrigerator until you want to 
serve them. 


Recommended for Children — 
Tempting to Men! 


Minute Tapioca—a product of General 
Foods Corporation—is one of the most 
digestible energy foods there are, for 
appetites that are young—and those 
that are critical. It is the only tapioca 


© Chocolate Coconut Minute Tapioca 
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With desserts like these 


ONE OF FIFTY DESSERTS 
—all different 


This Chantilly Orange Tapioca is one of 50 other capuvating 
Minute Tapioca desserts —in the new edition of "A Cook's 
Tour with Minute Tapioca”. chat can make meal-planning 
easy for you —some others are— 


OE Page 4 
face Tapioca Cream — o. ee eh onn ET 
Masquerade Puddings with Cherry Red Sauce . . . “ 8 
Ginger Minute Tapog |... rn 9. 
Fco eT D S ONCE MEC EIU 
Grapefruit Minute Tapioca . 2 1 1. ee e ge 
Deep-dish Apple Tapioca . . ww ee * 44 
GHÉCGUHQNATH S 2 o Tom MCh oo is) os) ue ce oa 
Banana Nut Minute Tapioca . 2 1. se 9 de 


CHANTILLY ORANGE TAPIOCA 
(See recipe below) 
4 tablespoons Minute ‘2 cup sugar 
‘Tapioca 1 cup orange juice 

X4 teaspoon salt Grated rind !4 orange 
134 cups boiling water !,cup cream, whipped 
Add Minute Tapioca and salt to water,and cock 
in double boiler 15 minutes, or until tapioca 1s 
clear, stirring frequently. Add sugar, orange 
juice, and orange rind. Cool. Fold in whipped 
cream. Chill until thickened. Pile lightly in 
sherbet glasses. Just before serving, garnish 
with very fine !4-1nch shreds of orange rind, 
free from all white membrane. Serves 6. 

All measurements are level 


that is made throughout, from flour to 
finished product, inan American factory 
under American sanitary conditions. 


Get Your Copy of the New, Free Cook-book — 
and Discover What a Resourceful Cook 
You Really Are! 


In the new edition of "A Cook's Tour with Minute 
Tapioca,” there 1s an amazing variety of casy nourish- 
ing dishes. Minute Tapioca 1s not just one dessert— 
it is 50 at least. 

And it is not only a dessert ingredient either. It is 
the cleverest device for taking the chance of failure 
out of tricky dishes, The new cook-book gives 20 
pages showing how Minute Tapioca, as the “precisicn 
ingredient,’’ adds a professional sparkle to your soups 

. makes your omelets keep puffed up and proud... 
gives your meat loaves atender, moist texture that can 
be cut without crumbling. Also a sensational new way 
to make smooth ice cream without turning a freezer. 

This book is FREE. Just mail the coupon—and 
mail it now! © 1931, G. F. Corp, 


FILL IN COMPLETLLY—PRINT NAME AND ADDRISS 
LH]-12-31 
GENERAL FOODS, Battle Creek, Mich. 
Please send me FREE copy of Minute 
Tapioca Cook-book. 
Name 


Street 


City State e 


In Canada, address. General Foods, Ltd., 
Cobourg, Ontario 
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“Oh, no!" said Mrs. Moore hastily. 
“Cecily is extremely conscientious about 
him. She’s never allowed anyone to fool 
with him. He’s had the most scientific 
care." But there was something dissatis- 
hed in Mrs. Moore's face. 

John sensed it, but he said nothing save, 
“Lord, it's good to be home. I can’t be- 
lieve I'm here." He turned to his father. 
“Do you think Mr. Cromwell will remem- 
ber what he told me before I went away?” 
he asked. Mr. Moore didn't know. 

“Things are just a little thin now," he 
said. “Nineteen hundred and twenty was 
a funny year—a booming depression, you 
might call it. A lot of building and activ- 
ity, but prices down and money cheap. It 
was either the beginning of a wonderful 
interval or the end of war profits. No one 
knows yet. Mr. Cromwell thinksit wasa 
bad year. And practically every member 
of the A. E. F. who ever heard of Thornton 
has been to him for a job. He made a lot 
of promises, it seems. We took too many 
cancellations last month. I think our 
company is more likely to lay off men than 
to take on any. But, of course, you had 
better ask him. You come down to the 
office tomorrow and ask him yourself." 

"T will," said John. “I hoped he'd have 
something for me right away.” 


V Vuar you want to 
get into is the selling racket,” said Walter, 
speaking asa big business man to a novice. 
“That’s where the boys are making their 
money now. Tomand Flag— from Thorn- 
ton—raked up some money and got an 
agency for Warren cars, and they're selling 
them like hot cakes. I bought a car from 
them for my own use. And Jake Reyn- 
olds is selling electrical equipment for 
Black's. He gets a good commission, and 
sells in large lots. He told me he cleared 
ten thousand dollars last year, over all his 
expenses. Of course, he's on the road all 
the time." 

“No road job for me," said John. "I'll 
never leave home again if I can help it. 
I'll stay right within the environs of In- 
dianapolis the rest of my life.” 

Everyone laughed. Walter spoke to Mr. 
Moore. 

“The market is off a little right now,” 
he admitted, as though he was an expert 
in such matters, and Mr. Moore might 
well have been mistaken. ‘‘But we notice 
that business is reviving. You watch it— 
it’s going to be a rising market before 
spring. I’m picking up options and buy- 
ing some land while it’s low. It’s a good 
time to buy. Things are going up fast. 
The North Side is going to boom. We’re 
just getting started, in America. The war 
showed us what we could do if we tried.” 

"Isn't it wonderful about Cecily’s raise, 
John?" said Mrs. Moore. ‘‘I never heard 
tell of such a young woman earning so 
much." John looked at Cecily in surprise. 


I WROTE to you," she 
told him. ‘‘I’ve only had it a few weeks. 
I'm getting sixty, now, John." She was 
apologetic about it. 

“That’s wonderful Cecily," he said, 
and meant it. But a subtle discourage- 
ment seemed to penetrate him. He felt 
out of everything. He had been gone too 
long. The parades, the homecomings, the 
chances all were over. He could not expect 
to start out, unprepared, at sixty dollars a 
week, in Indianapolis, where such a salary 
meant a good job. And he could not ex- 
pect Cecily to leave her work if he earned 
very much less. He sat thoughtful, silent, 
and knew that his mother was looking at 
him anxiously. The baby on his knees 
suddenly struggled down and trotted to 
Cecily, who lifted him deftly onto her lap 
and hugged and kissed him. 

Cecily rose, with Jack on her arm, and 
came toward John. It seemed to him that 
the others receded, became trees and 
bushes, the sound of their voices only the 
wind, and that Cecily was coming to him, 
through grass, in an open place, as she had 
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come to him once, long ago and far away. 
She advanced proudly, her small chin 
lifted, the beautiful child in her arms, and. 
John sat watching her dumbly, his heart 
shaken within him. If it were just that— 
he and Cecily and the baby—and no one 
else, no job no sixty dollars a week, to 
complicate things. 

But it was only a few steps, and there 
she was. She sat down on his knees, with 
her baby in her arms, and he put up a big 
hand and held her close to him. Her head 
was on his shoulder, her whisper in his ear. 


Lers go home, John.” 
she said. John squeezed her and nodded. 
Yet he felt a sense of disappointment, as 
if Cecily had divined his thought and was 
protecting, comforting him. Her sweet- 
ness and nearness intoxicated him. As 
soon as they could they got away. 

"Ill give you a lift," Walter offered 
when the baby was dressed in his warm 
sweater suit, and Cecily and John ready. 
Cecily accepted the offer naturally. They 
all crowded into Walter's coupé, and 
Walter drove down town and out north a 
mile or so, on Pennsylvania, where Cecily 
had her apartment. John carried Jack, 
who was asleep, in his arms, and they said 
good night to Walter and went up in the 
automatic elevator to the tiny parlor- 
bedroom flat where Cecily lived. 

And at last they were alone—no nurse, 
no family, no friends—just the three of 
them. John’s heart went out to Cecily. 
How wonderfully well she had planned, to 
have this home of their own, for his re- 
turn! This place that was neither his 
mother’s, nor Walter's—but hers! Cecily 
undressed the sleeping baby, and John 
stood watching her, trying to tell her how 
he felt. 

He sat downon the bed and drew Cecily 
to him. 

“T can’t believe I’m home and with 
you. Cecily, when you walked across the 
room, with Jack in your arms, it seemed 
like something I'd known before. It 
couldn't have been a dream, for the dream 
I've had about you now and then hasn't 
beenlike that. It's hard for me to tell you 
what I felt—hard to realize that I'm 
here—and you're mine, Cecily.” 

She was grave, tender. 


Ivs been a long time, 
John—after just three days together. I 
often wished we'd gotten married right 
away, and really had time to know each 
other better. Sometimes I got in a queer 
hypnotized state, as though I were walk- 
ing up and down, instead of forward, as 
though I were under a charm. I'd set my 
mind on a certain day— not to grieve till 
that day came, and thea postpone it again. 
But I wonder how I ever got through with- 
out you. Ifit hadn't been for little Jack, 
growing and changing so much, and so 
darling and beautiful, and for your letters, 
and my job, I think I'd have gotten a 
little crazy before you finally did come 
back." 

"And you've done so well, Cecily! 
You've been the real soldier in this family. 
But I'll make every hour up to you— 
every hour you worked and worried. And 
now—you're not to feel hurried, about me. 
If I seem strange to you, if you want to 
wait, to get accustomed to the idea of 
having a husband around — —" 

She smiled at h:m. For a moment she 
looked like the Cecily he had plighted 
under the great trees, her face a misty 
nimbus. John's arms closed round her. 
He kissed her for a long moment. But he 
wasn't sure, He was shaken somehow. 
This fine job of hers, this big boy, this wife 
with the quiet eyes and firm mouth! He 
couldn't be sure. He didn't know where 
he stood, what his position was. 

“Tomorrow I'll get a job," he said, re- 
assuring himself. "I'll get a job, tomor- 
row, and take care of you and Jack.” 

And she murmured, deep in his arms, 
not caring, "Oh—tomorrow !" 


(To be Continued) 
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F YOU are ever tempted to choose a refrig- 

erator merely because of “low price,” it 
will pay you to stop for a minute and ask 
yourself these questions: 

Does it have power that approaches Frigid- 
aire’s in all-weather efficiency and all-time 
operating economy? 

Does it have a finish that can compare with 
the healthful cleanliness, the enduring beauty 
of lifetime porcelain inside and oat? Does it 
have an acid-resisting Porcelain-on-steel food 
compartment? 

Does it have conveniences equal to Frigid- 
aire’s famous Cold Control . . . and Quickube 
Tray for easy removal of ice cubes . . . its stain- 


FRIGIDAIRE.. 
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realest Bargain. .. 
(o Fugida) Extra Value ! 





less inetal trays? Will it keep vegetables as fresh 
and crisp as the patented Frigidaire Hydrator? 

In fairness to yourself . . . check these 
questions before you buy! Only Frigidaire 
answers all of them in the way you want them 
answered. And only Frigidaire is backed by 
General Motors. You'll find that after all—the 
greatest bargain is Frigidaire’s extra value. 


FREE— Our beautiful illustrated new magazine, 
Modern Era. Tt is filled with entertaining stories by 
professional authors... and contains mauy pages of 
helpful household and kitchen information. 

Just send us your name and address, Write to 
Dept. G-47, Frigidaire Corporation, Subsidiary of 
General Motors Corporation, Dayton, Ohio. 
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Just Say 
«Cinderella? 


this Christmas 


O J Honey!?’—We can hear your exclamation 

* of joy when you get your Cinderella. 
And you're not asking too much. He will under- 
stand your wish—a gift that will relieve you of 
work, save 42m money. A gift that is so inex- 
pensive. 

Easy to use, light in weight, quick in action, 
this lovely new electric clothes washer is just 
perfect for babies daily wash, for small children’s 
clothes and other quickly needed things that are 
washed from day to day. And it's a wonderful 
help on washday, too. 

Cinderella is the only washer with '' Vacuum 
Action"—the new principle that gently hut 
surely releases the dirt hy drawing thc sudsy 
water through and through every thread of the 
clothes. À new principle that docs away with 
moving parts—no wear, no tear. That makes it 
perfectly safe for your own dainty garments, 
your sheerest silks, your aa 
finest laces. 

But first of all, we have 
a gift for you—a delight- 
ful book, "New and 
Better Ways to Wash 
Clothes.” In it you will 
find helpful hints on the 
best way to wash every 
type of fabric. It will 
help you save time, save 
work, save moncy, save Send coupon now 
clothes—whether you for our Christmas 
own a Cinderella or not. gift to you. 


nde ella 


ELECTRIC $ 50 
CLOTHES WASHER — 


Easy Terms if Desived 
Here's Another Gift Thought 
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In the New Cinderella Dish Washer 
your dishes are washed, rinsed and 
drained automatically. The same 
amazing "Vacuum Action" principle 
does the work thoroughly, safely and 
economically. Check the coupon and 
Sen send the Dish Washer Booklet, 


The Brack & Decker Mre. Co. 
World's Largest Manufacturer 
of Portable Electric Tools 
802 E. Pennsylvania Ave., Towson, Md. 
Please send me the FREE literature 
checked below: 
O Booklet, New and Better Ways to Wash 


Clothes. 
O Booklet, New Cinderella Electric Dish Washer. 


(City) (County) (State) 
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“I hate to go, but I have dinner on 
suburban time and two children to get to 
bed first. It’s been fun but disturbing to 
see you, Geoff.” 

“You'd better wait here until I bring 
the car around,” he said. "I'll run you 
home.” 

He had been gone only two minutes, 
when a girl and a man came in. It wasn’t 
the sable coat Cynthia recognized in- 
stantly, but the high, almost defiant car- 
riage of the head. And the man with Joan 
was Bob Lyle. 


They looked at no one. 
They took one of the little booths and sat 
side by side, and from the angle of her own 
Cynthia could see the man hand Joan a 
little cornucopia of paper. She unwrapped 
it and lifted out three gardenias, smiling 
over them so gratefully and so very 
sweetly that Cynthia turned a little sick. 
That man shouldn’t be getting a glance 
like that. She hadn’t seen that expression 
on Joan’s face since—what did it remind 
her of? Ina flash she remembered a queer 
necklace of rose quartz she had once 
bought for Joan. It had been an extrava- 
gance, but shecouldn’t resist it because she 
knew Joan had wanted one like that and 
had a dress of the same color. Joan had 
looked at her then as she was looking at 
Bob Lyle now—surprised, touched and 
almost humbly grateful. 

That was the other part of the puzzle. 
Cynthia fitted it into the rest of the pic- 
ture, and there it all was. Joan wanted 
someone to do things for her, to give her 
things with devotion, to figure out what 
she wanted. She liked presents, no matter 
how able she was to get them for herself. 
But she never would ask for them. She'd 
just take her disappointments standing. 
Geoffrey didn’t understand and never had 
understood that Joan would like him to 
try his King Cophetua touch on her, to 
spoil her a little, the way he did with other 
girls who had few possessions. It took a 
clever scamp like Lyle to step over the 
barrier of her wealth, to guess how to 
break down her reserves. He'd waken 
her generosity subtly and then presume on 
it, of course, and she might be in a mood 
to marry him out of hand if he asked it. 
There was no time to lose. 


Cynruta got up and 
went to the door just as Geoffrey’s car 
was drawing up. She did not tell Geoffrey 
whom she had seen. It was he who spoke 
of Joan after a minute. 

“I didn't mean that about not sending 
Joan something for Christmas, of course. 
No matter what happens, I'll send along 
some flowers. I always do." 

“Do you let the florist pick them out?” 

“Im not much on flowers. They do it 
better than I could." 

“They probably send high, spiky, red 
roses,” said Cynthia. "She doesn't like 
them. She says they die in an ugly fashion. 
Get purple and dissipated. Don't send 
her flowers. Nor candy. Nor even gum!" 

“Well, what do you suggest? Tell me 
something she'd like." 

Cynthia fished a pencil and notebook 
out of her purse and began to write in the 
light from the dashboard as the car moved 
through traffic. She finally tore the leaf 
out and passed it to Geoffrey. He read it 
in the glare from an electric sign: 


Pieces of old Shefficld silver—she collects 
them. 

Crystal bottles. 

Salted pecans. 

Satin negligees—peach or flesh colored 
and no trimming on them. 

Angora bérets—any color. 

Soft lead pencils. 

Books about Spain. 

Alice in Wonderland figures—wooden ones. 

Tangerines. 

No chiffon handkerchiefs—she always 
uses white linen ones. 


OPresents : for the Rich 


(Continued from Page 19) 
















































































"They're the things she likes best,” ex- 
plained Cynthia. "I'll probably think of 
others. And if you send flowers send 
yellow or white roses. Gentle ones.” 

“I ought to be able to pick something 
out of this list." 

“ Don’t pick things out of the list. Send 
her some of everything." 

He turned and gave her a queer look. 

" What are you up to?” he asked. 

“T was just thinking that Joan ought 
to have a lot of presents. She always 
gives so much more than she gets. We do 
gyp rich people. It isn't a question of 
what they can buy. It’s doing them out of, 
the fun of getting things bought for them 
that’s so unfair. Of course Joan needs 
presents! Joan has always been my best 
friend. She’s given me the loveliest things 
anyone has ever given me, except Douglas. 
She has an uncanny way of finding out 
what I want and getting it for me. And I 
put her at the tag end of my list. I ought 
to be ashamed and I am.” 

“ What did you get for her?” he asked. 

Cynthia’s hand trailed through the win- 
dow and a parcel fell into the snow. 

“I haven't anything for her yet. But 
Ill come down again tomorrow. Oh, I 
forgot to tell you. She likes perfumes 
that are flower odors and she has a passion 
for little boxes if the covers fit well." 


Ix THE Petit Gourmet 
Joan Osborne and Bob Lyle lingered over 
their table, though they were neither eat- 
ing nor drinking. 

“Buying presents is tiresome," she said. 

“Don’t you like to give presents?” 

“T used to. But it isn’t much fun any 
more, Everyone just expects me to walk 
into shops and pick out the most ex- 
pensive thing in sight and send the chauf- 
feur to mail or deliver it. They take it for 
granted. They think it's no trouble for me. 
I used to try to give presents that would 
be just right for the people who were get- 
ting them, but I haven't bothered, this 
year. Do you know what I did today? I 
have a friend, a girl I know ever so well. 
I was her bridesmaid and it used to be 
exciting to find things she would like to 
have for her houseor herself. But today I 
went into Marlin's and bought her a cheap 
present from the first table I came to." 
She felt inside her muff and took out a 
small flat package. “This is it. It's a 
memorandum pad, the kind made to sell 
for Christmas presents.” 

“Why isn't that all right?" 

“Maybe it is. But somehow it ought 
not to be." 

“What does she give you?” 

“Me? Last year she gave me a box 
with six tubes of bath salts in it. I remem- 
ber because four other people gave me the 
same thing. They wereon sale at Marlin's. 
Two dollars at the front counter. I al- 
ways get queer presents. Chiffon hand- 
kerchiefs and perfumes I don't like and 
elaborate cards when people get tired of 
giving things that have to be wrapped up. 
I've never talked like this before.” 

“You can—to me,” he said. 


Ir ISN’T that I care 
what things cost, but it seems as if my 
friends think anything will do for me. 
They’re always saying to me, ‘I know you 
have everything,’ or 'I know you can get 
such lovely things for yourself that I just 
send this little remembrance.’ Remem- 
brances! I can always tell one when I see 
it. It doesn’t look like a present or feel 
like a present.” 

She began to laugh at her own outburst. 

“What would you like for a present?" 
he asked. 

“Oh, I don't know. It’s greedy of me 
to be talking about getting things instead 


(Continued on Page 58) 
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<eep an eye * 
on ihe «olor: 


The secret of finer flavor in your 
macaroni dishes is the amber color 
you find in Skinner's Macaroni! 


Notice that Skinner's Macaroni is not gray, 
or white—it is an unusually clear, dee 
amber. The moment you taste it RT 
notice a striking difference—a superb flavor, 
rich, smooth, delightful. 


This golden color and this wonderful flavor 
come from the same cause — a special 
Skinner blend of amber durum wheat. This 
blend is a little more expensive than ordi- 
nary wheat. But Skinner's tastes so much 
better than ordinary macaroni tbat you'll he 
glad you paid the extra cent or two, Every 
one of your recipes turns ont better with 
Skinner's. Your grocer has it — it's worth 
asking for by name! 


SKINNER MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
Omaha, Nebraeka 





Amber Durum 
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HAPPY MEALS 


A boon to digestion, a de- 

light to disposition. Get thot 

sotisfying flovor in your dishes 

by saasoning them with tha 

sauce that hos stimulated ap- 

petites for nearly a century. 
Writa for free recipe book. 

E LEA & PERRINS, Inc. 

208 West St, Naw York City 


LEA & PERRINS 
SAUCE 


EARN MONE 
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photographs, enapshots, enlargements 
and miniatures. No experience needed. 
No canvassing. We instruct you hy our 
new simple Photo-Color process, and 
supply you with working outfit and 
employment service. Write for particu- 
lars and heautiful Free Book to-day. 
The IRVING-VANCE COMPANY Ltd. 
386 Hart Building, Toronto, Can. 
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THE SMOOTHNESS OF AN EIGHT: THE ECONOMY OF A FOUR 


NEW PLYMOUTH 
FLOATING POWER 


and FREE WHEELING 
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New Plymouth Sedan (4-door, 6-window) $635 


“FOURS 


OF COURSE, Fours are right. 

Right in simplicity; right in economy; right 
in ruggedness; right in performance— 

Right in value and quality for cars of lowest 
price. 

Previously wrong only in vibration—the “in- 
terrupted torque" that used to send tremors 
from the motor up through frame and body to 
torment the minds and irritate the nerves of 
driver and passengers. 

Now, even that last objection has been over- 
come by the genius of Chrysler Motors engi- 
neering. 

For “Floating Power” has achieved the silken 
power-flow of a fine Eight, without adding 
cylinders, lessening four-cylinder economy or 
changing four-cylinder simplicity. 

In the New Plymouth, Chrysler Motors 
engineers have ordered four-cylinder vibration 
off the premises and out of the car in a new 
triumph of scientific achievement. 

To say it is the greatest contribution of Chry- 
sler Motors engineering to fine motoring in no 
way belittles the great accomplishments of the 


NEW PLYMOUTH IS SOLD 


RIGHT" 


scientists who have contributed so much to the fine 
Dodge, De Soto and Chrysler Sixes and Eights. 

Floating Power — exclusive to the New Ply- 
mouth —is not something to describe. 

It is something to experience, to enjoy—a great 
new development that will thrill and enthuse you. 

And Floating Power is but one of the quality 
features with which the New Plymouth chal- 
lenges the whole world of lowest-price cars. 

Plymouth gives you Free Wheeling that brings 
to the field of lowest price the thrilling feature 
of high-priced cars which makes it possible liter- 
ally to glide through heavy traffic. You can shift 
between all forward speeds without declutching 
—easily, quickly, smoothly. 

Plymouth also gives a new, Easy-Shift trans- 
mission. You can shift quickly from second to 
high and back again at speeds of 35 and 45 
miles an hour without clashing or grinding of 
gears even with Free Wheeling locked out. 

Fifty-six brake-test horsepower gives the 
New Plymouth actual stop-watch speeds of 65 to 
70 miles an hour, flexibility and pick-up from a 
standing start to 40 miles in 9.7 seconds. 





The New Plymouth is the only car of lowest 
price which has self-equalizing, internal, hydraulic 
four-wheel brakes—simplest and unexcelled for 
safety and smoothness. 

And over and above its mechanical superi- 
ority, the New Plymouth brings to the field of 
lowest price a new conception of beauty. Its 
full-size Safety-Steel body comes to you with a 
completely new styling—an eye-compelling 
beauty of line and color that invites artistic 
comparison with far higher-priced cars. 

The New Plymouth challenges you, as it 
challenges all cars of lowest price. Ride in it. 
Drive it and prove to yourself that here, at last, 
is the quality car for millions with the Smooth- 
ness of an Eight and the Economy of a Four. 

e 
NEW LOW PRICES—Roadster $535, Sport Roadster 
$595, Sport Phaeton $595, Coupe $565, Coupe (with 
rumble seat) $610, Convertible Coupe $645, Sedan 
(2-door) $575, Sedan (4-door, 6-window) $635, f. o. b. fac- 
tory. Low delivered prices. Convenient time-payments. 

Non-shatterable plate glass is available on all 


models at small extra cost. All enclosed models are 
wired for Philco-Transitone radio, without extra cost. 


BY ALL DESOTO, CHRYSLER AND DODGE DEALERS 
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A severe case of scarlet fever, 


measles, mumps, or whooping 


cough may injure your child 


£7 


for life 





E T to alu these M can 


be deualaped, dhl Joa apec aksta daclare 


The “common” diseases may seem 
mild enougb. Many of them start like 
an ordinary cold, with a running nose 
and a dry cough. But mothers shouid 
not be deceived by their apparent 
harmlessness. 

Often the consequences do not be- 
come noticeable until long after chil- 
dren have recovered from the disease. 

Infections of the eye, ear, or kidney, 
heart trouble in later life may fre- 
quently be traced to scarlet fever in 
childhood. Measles sometimes results 
in a weakened condition of the lungs. 

What can be done to prevent the 
“common” diseases? How can children 
be protected against their severe 
after effects? 

Important, of course, are measures 
which protect against the germ itself. 
In some diseases, special injections 
have been found helpful. 

Of greatest importance in fighting 
these ills, however, is the natural 
resistance of the children! 

Children with good resistance who 


SQUIBB 


can set up their own defense against 
the attacking disease germs have the 
best cbance of recovering quickly and 
of escaping permanent injury, say 
child specialists. 

Help them develop this necessary 
defense by specially providing them 
with one factor — Vitamin A. 

Vitamin A is the important “resist- 
ance-building” factor. It increases the 
vitality of children. It helps them fight 
the “common” diseases. Vitamin A also 
promotes growth. 

One of the richest sources of Vita- 
min A which mothers can provide is 
good cod-liver oil. As a resistance- 
builder, it can hardly be equalled! 

A good cod-liver oil, like Squibb’s, 
contains in addition Vitamin D, the 
factor which helps children to build 
sound, strong bones and well-spaced, 
even teeth. 

Give Squibb Cod-Liver Oil to the 
children every day. Let them try the 
Squibb Mint-Flavored. They will like 
its cool, refreshing taste! 

Stop for Squibb's af any reliable 
drug store. Plain or Mint-Flavored. 


cod-liver oil 


PLAIN OR MINT- FLAVORED 


Produced, tested, and guaranteed by E. R. Squibb & Sons, manufacturing chemists to the medical profession since 1858 
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of giving them. I know I don’t need any- 
thing. I can buy things for myself. But 
it’s no fun to buy everything for yourself. 
And it’s such a terribly dreary business.” 

His hand reached for hers. 

“Wouldn’t you like a husband for 
Christmas, Joan?” 

It roused the loneliness but it woke the 
disappointment in her too. She had so 
wanted a husband, someone to take care of 
her, to pretend at least to indulge her, to 
do the things that men always seemed to 
be doing for other women. But Geoffrey 
had no idea of that. . . . 

She should not be thinking of Geoffrey 
when another man was asking her to 
marry him. That had happened before. 
She pushed the thought of him away and 
listened to Bob Lyle repeat his question: 

“Wouldn’t you like a husband for 
Christmas?” 

“Perhaps I would.” 

He was too eager. It was quiet in the 
Petit Gourmet and not even a waiter was 
watching as he tried to take her in his 
arms. She drew back, her hand against 
her throat, holding him off, and the chain 
of rose quartz beads broke. 

"Let the beads go," he urged. 

There were diamonds set in platinum 
on the wrist he was lifting to his lips. 
Beads seemed a small matter. 

"I must pick them up. I'm awfully fond 
of this chain. I always have one dress to 
match it. A friend of mine hunted all over 
New Yotk to find it for me." 


Sue gathered every 
bead up carefully and put them in her 
purse. Her glance fell on the oblong pack- 
age beside it and stayed there, contem- 
platively. 

"There's no reason we should wait until 
Christmas, Joan. If I got a special license 
tomorrow ——” 

“It’s too soon. There are some things 
I must do.” 

“They could be done for you.” 

“No. They couldn't be done for me. I 
have some presents still to buy." 

He watched her, trying to read her 
changing expression. 

"And am I going to get mine? The 
only thing I want? You?” 

“You must wait until Christmas to 

see.” 
He wanted to press her. He wondered 
about the wisdom of letting the answer 
wait. But after all, Christmas was only 
three days off. 


Joan Osborne, in her town car, driven 
by a very dapper chauffeur, passed a small 
shabby sedan driven by Cynthia on 
Christmas eve. It was dusk and they did 
not know that they were carrying presents 
to and from the same destinations. Cyn- 
thia did not have any money left, but she 
was cheerful. She had a comfortable feel- 
ing that everybody had a present and the 
right kind of one. There was a warming 
satisfaction in this one she was taking 
to Joan. Perhaps the silver ribbon had 
been an unnecessary flourish, but it made 
the package much prettier. She was glad 
Joan was to have it. The past two days 
Joan had been often in her mind. 

“Is Miss Osborne in?” she asked the 
butler. 

“No, Mrs. Ware.” 

“Do you know where she is?” 

“She’s delivering some presents.” 


Tue cars crossed again 
in the midst of traffic. Joan wished that 
she had seen Cynthia. Whatever might 
happen tomorrow—and she did not yet 
know what she would do about tomor- 
row—she would have liked to see Cynthia 
first. She went back to her house feeling 
very lonely. She had told Bob Lyle not 
to come to see her tonight, but now she 
was so alone that she was sorry. She 
opened her front door and stopped to 
stare at all the packages and the two long 
florist’s boxes. 
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The huge long box was the one she 
opened first. Stalks of roses lay there, 
arrogant, red roses, the kind that stood in 
the silver vases in the drawing-room and 
‘slowly turned purple. Geoffrey's idea of 
doing the usual thing, she thought. She 
tore open the little envelope in the box. 


These make me think of you and hope for 
a happy Christmas for us both. Bos. 


But they’re not like me, protested Joan. 
So he doesn’t know, after all. Or am I just 
being silly? 

She opened the other box and there was 
a delicate smell of freesia. It was an en- 
chanting box, with a few soft yellow roses, 
a few white ones, freesia, narcissus— 
Merry Christmas from Geoffrey, aston- 
ishingly. How had he known what she 
wanted or was it just a florist’s guess? 
She lifted out a bunch of single violets 
and read the message tied to their stems: 
“These are for luck. Geoffrey." 


For luck, she thought, 
and pinned them on. Then she picked up 
a beautifully wrapped package, smoothing 
out the silver ribbon on it and thinking 
how much care someone had spent in doing 
it up that way. Opening it, she drew a de- 
lighted breath. It was a folding breakfast 
tray with French napkins and a tray cloth 
to use on it. Cynthia had been riotously 
extravagant and Joan knew it. This would 
mean a pinch of economy somewhere in 
Cynthia’s budget. But Joan couldn’t be 
sorry. She felt so loved, so taken care of. 
For a few minutes she didn’t open any- 
thing else, and then began again. 

It was like a ridiculous, amazing dream. 
It was amusing and exciting and she 
laughed and then she couldn’t laugh. 
There were so many packages, of such 
queer shapes and sizes and different 
wrappings and they had such astonishing 
contents. A red angora béret with a scarf 
to match, Twenty-four pencils. A valu- 
able little crystal bottle for cologne. A 
small tub of tangerines. Two pounds of 
salted pecans. A book of woodcuts of 
Spanish cities. It couldn't be true It 
must have taken a great deal of time, a 
great deal of thought, a great deal of im- 
agination. It meant knowing what she 
liked. And everywhere the same card and 
splash of signature. " Merry Christmas— 
Geoffrey." Joan opened the last package. 
It was a box and out of it she lifted a soft 
negligee of peach-colored satin. Cynthia 
must have engineered all this, must have 
told him. But still Cynthia hadn’t bought 
it or written that card. “Love—Geoff.” 
Suddenly Joan was holding her face 
against it and wondering how she could 
have been such a fool for six years. 


Sue went to the tele- 
phone. There were just two calls to make. 
There would be another to answer tomor- 
row, but she knew what she would say 
now. She called Cynthia and tried to talk, 
but Cynthia was too quick for her in 
gratitude. 

“It’s the grandest present I ever saw,” 
cried Cynthia rapturously, "that lovely 
old English coffee table! It makes the 
whole room over. I’m so thrilled. And my 
darling husband has given me a pair of 
long gloves—the very expensive kind— 
and he can go bankrupt if he likes.” 

“Good,” said Joan; "will you wear the 
gloves at my wedding?” 

“Tt depends whom you marry.” 

“Well, keep them in good condition,” 
said Joan. “You'll need them." 

Then she called Geoffrey. 

“It’s a lot of terrible junk," he said 
deprecatingly, but he was like a pleased 
boy as she praised his choices. 

“There’s not one thing I didn't want. 
I love every single present," she said. 

"Did you get everything you want?" 

“Well,” said Joan, "to tell you the 
truth there was one more thing. You see 
I was counting on getting a husband. But 
perhaps somebody else will give me one." 

“Not much," Geoff told her, “I’m just 
wrapping one up to bring over." 
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GENERAL ELECTRIC! 


HRISTMAS morning! Holly and mistletoe—starry- 
C eyed laughter and dreams-come-true! Happy 
those women who wish for, and get, a General 
Electric Refrigerator. 

Here is the Christmas gift that demonstrates the 
giver's consideration... in a thousand steps saved, in 
unmatched convenience, in positive protection of the 
family’s health—in “extra money” it saves out of the 
housewife’s budget the year ‘round. Low operating 
cost lessens refrigerating expense. Food spoilage is 
eliminated. Perishable foods bought in quantity on bar- 
gain days, can be safely stored—saving 10% to 20% of 
the annual food bill and many tiresome trips to market. 


The General Electric requires no attention—not even 


‘oiling. Within the modern beauty of the famous 
Monitor Top is all the simple, current-saving mecha- 
nism, hermetically sealed-in-steel. There's generous 
storage space in the rugged, durable All-Steel Cabinet. 
Sliding shelves bring food in easy reach; porcelain 
interiors are acid and stain-resisting; the sanitary Super- 
Freezer of gleaming porcelain is full visioned, easy to 
clean and keep clean .. . these conveniences bring de- 
light to the feminine heart. And a full 3-Year Guarantee 
affords complete protection against service expense. 


Y Y y 


Convenient payment terms available. General Electric 
Co., Electric Refrigeration Department, Section J 12, 
Hanna Building, 1400 Euclid Ave., Cleveland, Ohio. 


GENERAL Ð ELECTRIC 


ALL-STEEL REFRIGERATOR 


APARTMENT HOUSE AND 


COMMERCIAL 


REFRIGERATORS, ELECTRIC 


WATER 


COOLERS 
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Arm & Hammer Soda 
—the new Beauty Treatment 


for TEETH 


Science turns its searchlight on a very 
old product—and discovers that Arm & 
Hammer Bicarbonate of Soda (Baking 
Soda) is a most efficient dentifrice! 

So efficient and safe that it merits 
the approval of the American Dental 
Association. 

Use itas you would any tooth powder 
—pour a little into your hand and use 
as much as the moistened brush will 
pick up. And watch your teeth take on 
a new brightness after a few brushings. 

Baking Soda cleans teeth thoroughly 
because it has a natural *'bite"—just 
enough to remove cloudy mucin plaques 
without injury to enamel. And it has a 
beneficialalkalinereaction. It'seconomi- 
cal, too—costs buta few centsa package. 

But be sure you get the best Baking 
Soda—Arm & Hammer or Cow Brand. 
The two are identical. There is no dif- 
ference in their cost or quality. One or 
the other is available every where. 


Whenever the need for Soda Bicarbonate is indi 
cated, Arm & Hammer or Cow Brand Baking 
Soda can be used with confidence. Both are 
Bicarbonate of Soda, exceeding in purity the 
U.S.P. standards. 





SEND FOR 
FREE BOOK 





CHURCH & DWIGHT CO, INC. 
80 Maiden Lane, New York, N.Y. 


Please send me Free Book describing uses of 
Baking Soda; also set of Bird Cards in natural 
color. 


Name. 
Address. 


City. State. 

ARM & HAMMER AND COW BRAND BAKING SODA 

ARE BOTH PURE BICARBONATE OF SODA 
E-20 
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your eyelashes and the fuzz on your béret. 
We met Davy in his Model T coming to 
look for us. 

“Say,” he said, spraying snow all over 
everybody, "say, where did you false faces 
get lost to? The bunch is just about get- 
ting ready to give up and go home.” 

"We're coming," Pauline said, stum- 
bling over some ruts. ‘‘Why is everybody 
always in such a terrible hurry? My lunch 
is just turning over and over inside of me.” 


You ate all that green,” 
I reminded her with a slight shudder. ‘“‘Lis- 
ten, Davy,did you save right wing for me?” 

“I'm always goal" Julie said rather 
pitifully. “I wish to goodness I could get 
a chance to be something else once in a 
while. I just about freeze from the waist 
down. A person can hardly feel themselves 
walking home when they play goal.” 

“Did you, Davy?” I said, not hearing 
Julie. It was kinder that way. Nobody 
has ever told Julie about the facts of life. 
A person simply doesn’t have them in a 
middy and bloomers and a tippet. 

“Mary and Chi chose up and you’re on 
Chi’s side, so you'll have to ask him,” 
Davy said glumly. All the girls had been 
falling for Chi since he came home for the 
holidays, and I could see that Davy was 
afraid he was going to lose me. 

"I wouldn't be seen dead on Chi's 
side," I said to reassure him, ‘‘See if you 
can’t fix it for me, Davy. You know you 
need me at right wing.” 

“My goodness, listen to the girl ath- 
lete,” Lysbeth said with a languid laugh 
from where she had been staring pensively 
into the setting sun if there had been one. 
“T couldn’t dream of ever being good 
enough to play with men. Why, I’m just 
dead now." She drooped limply over the 
car door and gazed up at Davy. “ Do you 
suppose you could find a corner just to 
ride me a little ways? I guess I’m not 
such a regular husk as Maud,” she said in 
that fading voice that is a little like a mat- 
ing call with Lysbeth. 


Wk, if anybody can 
think of any less attractive picture than 
me being a regular husk, I would just love 
to hear it. Davy and I exchanged a look 
of complete understanding. 

"Leap in, babe," he said to Lysbeth, 
“before I gag." 

When we got to the pond everybody 
was yelling around and telling everybody 
else what to do, in case somebody had 
never played hockey before, which every- 
body had. I was sitting on Bill Brant's 
windbreaker putting on my skates when 
Chi came weaving toward me, acting like 
a big moment coming into my life. You 
could pick him out from the others, he 
being the one that wore a nifty golf suit 
and a sweater with a letter on it for being 
on some team. We all generally wear our 
dimmest clothes just before Christmas as 
a gentle hint to our parents. You can work 
a parent for nearly anything if you appeal 
to their pride. 

“Hello, Maudie," he said, banking his 
feet with a ruthless scraping sound. 
" You're on my side. Hurry up." 

I seemed to get a knot in my shoe lace. 

“I was just thinking," I said, hard at 
work, ‘‘that if you go around chewing up 
the ice like that this pond will be mush 
before we start." 

He laughed smugly and sat down on the 
bank with the air of a man whom women 
adore. 

“Is that so?" he said, leaning on his 
elbow and leering up at me. "Say, what 
do you do, pal—run things around here?” 

“Tt’s funny,” I said, “but nobody 
seems to have to run things around here. 
Everybody seems to just naturally know 
things like not digging holes in the ice 
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with the points of their skates the way 
you're doing." I pensively tied my shoe. 

“Is that so?” Chi said all over again in 
what was meant to be a tone of sarcasm. 
"Ha-ha! Come on. pal get going—hi, 
beautiful!” And he skated over to where 
Lysbeth was just getting out of Davy’s 
car, leaving me looking at the scenery and 
feeling like a wet shoe that nobody wants 
to wear. All my life I have wondered what 
a deserted wife feels like, nobody having 
ever been able to quite tear themselves 
away from me in the past; well, here was 
this twerp bossing me around one minute 
and dumping me off the next like so much 
old clothes. As I hunted around for where 
Thad left my hockey stick, I quietly wished 
he would go drop dead somewhere. 

But he didn’t, and in the end I had to 
play on his side. 

“Listen, everybody," Chi said, skating 
back to center. “Hey, listen, everybody! 
Ill tell you how we play at school. The 
wings pass back to the center instead 
of—hey! Listen! Up at school the center 
does all the actual—hey!” 

"I simply can’t understand it," I said, 
hitting a dead leaf with my stick. “I 
should think they'd hang on your words." 


Just then Davy skated 
over to center on the other team. “Hello, 
spook,” he said, grinning over at me, “don’t 
get vicious with that club.” 

“Maudie seems to own this ice," Chi 
said rather sourly. “She thinks she's quite 
the hockey player." 

"Oke," said Davy enthusiastically, 
"she's a ding-er, what I mean. Just stick 
around. Come on, gang. Snap to." 

The first period was pretty mournful. 
We would all mill around excitedly wait- 
ing for a pass which nobody ever got be- 
cause Chi would carry the puck himself 
all the way up center, getting us all out of 
position trying to decide where to be 
next —and end up by shooting into Davy; 
after which he would tear into everybody 
because we weren't massed behind him 
like the gallant six hundred, ready to stop 
Davy with our lifeless forms. 

“This may be a sort of human sacri- 
fice," I remarked pleasantly to Chi, “but 
it isn't hockey." 

“TI say!” said Chi, missing the point. 
“All this crowd does is gum up the other 
fellow’s try. Up at St. Luke’s ——” 

“If I were you," I said tiredly, “I’d tie 
St. Luke’s outside somewhere. Really!’ 

Chi came over and glared down at me. 


In GETTING pretty 
well sick of you," he said. ‘You crack 
wise any more and I'll fix you. How'd you 
like to be spanked with this hockey stick 
right here in about two minutes? I'll tell 
you what I think of you ——” 

"Don't," I begged, gazing up at his 
scowl. “I bruise so easily." 

“Hey!” Davy shouted. “Hey, call off 
the dogs, you two! Take out your peeve 
on us, why don't you? Hey, play hockey!” 

It’s funny how it happened. One min- 
ute I was edging out of right wing into the 
center sort of dangling my stick, and the 
next thing you knew my stick had seemed 
to have wandered in among Chi's feet and 
there was a thud and a creak as Chi's 
stomach hit the ice while both Chi and 
the ice groaned, and there I was playing 
the puck up right alley as though nothing 
had happened. It was all so quick that 
Chi didn't seem to know what updumped 
him and nobody else had noticed except 
me and I naturally wasn't telling. Any- 
way, I didn't have a chance, because there 
was Davy big as life, trying to hook the 
puck. If I hadn't been used to Davy, I 
mightn't have made the goal. 

Lysbeth was crooning over Chi as we 
skated back and brushing him off. 
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“Gosh, Chi, didn't you hurt yourself!” 
Pauline was twittering. “Gosh! I guess 
there was a sort of a hole in the ice. Any- 
how, it's snowing too hard to go on, isn't 
it, Davy? Gosh, how can we see the puck?” 

Chi didn’t seem to notice them. He 
came over to where I was sweeping the 
puck up and down. 

“Did you trip me?” he said, looking 
down at me. The snow really was getting 
thick, and the spirit of play was definitely 
fading out. 


Has»t anyone got 
a cigarette, if only for warmth?” Lysbeth 
asked everybody in general. "Honestly, 
I'm so cold and stiff I'll break if some- 
body doesn't take me home pretty soon.” 

“Musta forgot your pulse warmers,” 
Bob Lindsay said, "little hothouse 
flower." 

“Did you trip me?” Chi said, still look- 
ing down at me. 

"] just adore snow," Pauline said 
dreamily until Bill Brant pushed her from 
behind. “Get out, thug. If I fell down I'd 
split this skirt." 

“It’s all right to go dashing around get- 
ting health and all," Lysbeth said, sitting 
down on the bank and waving her eyes 
around, "but it's for the heart hours I am. 
Isn't anybody else cold?" It really was 
snowing hard by then. 

Davy picked up a load of hockey sticks 
and stuffed the puck into his pocket. 

"Pile in, bundle of sex," he said to 
Lysbeth, “and sit light. The spring's bust 
on your side.” 

Everybody was shaking snow off their 
windbreakers and climbing into cars with 
their skates on. Istarted for the bank, but 
Chi held my arm till I about sat down. 

“What did you trip me up for?" he 
said. I pulled at my arm. 

“Well,” I said, “it seemed like a good 
idea at the time." 

“Oh, did it?" he said. 

“Yes,” I said, "that's my arm. What- 
ever you're doing, stop it." 


"To MY surprise he 
laughed and sort of hugged my arm while 
coasting me over to the bank. I found my 
shoes and got into his car, it being theonly 
oneleft and Ihavingto get home some way. 
He stepped over the door and pulled things 
and kicked things to get us started. 

“Where to?” he said, looking at me 
with that same laugh, only silent. 

" Home," I said, trying to unwind my 
feet from each other. 

“Oh, no," said Chi. “Oh, no, no. What 
eating joint, I meant. You don't suppose 
I want the first girl I ever fell for running 
out on me, do you? Fell for—did you get 
that, Maudie? Fell for." 

“Yes, I got it," I said coldly. ^I was ter- 
ribly entertained. I practically choked.” 

“Don’t be mean," Chi said. “Think of 
my feelings. What do you think I am?” 

“I wouldn't know at all,” I said, trying 
to keep my teeth from banging together as 
we went over bumps. “You seem to go 
over pretty big, but really I personally 
never gave you a second thought.” 

Chi put on the brakes and skidded. Un- 
expectedly I skidded over practically into 
his lap. He reached around me with his 
arm in that dogged way men have which 
means, "Look out, I'm getting mushy.” 

“What’s wrong with me, pal?” he said, 
gently bumping my ear with the side of 
his head. “What’s wrong with me?” 

A slight shudder swept over me. 

“Everything,” I said, looking coldly at 
his handsome face. ‘‘ There are some things 
in life that sort of gripe a person, and 
you're getting to be one of them. I’ve 
been riding around with quite a few boys, 
but I never had one sit and mash my ear 


(Continued on Page 63) 
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stop counting cups— 


stop counting sheep— 


start drinking 
Sanka Coffee! » > > 


Does THE caffein in coffee keep you awake? 
Must you either decline the fragrant cheer of an 
evening cup of coffee—or spend asleepless night ? 
Must you say “No” to coffee's satisfying good- 
ness if sleep is to say '' Yes" to you? Then you 
need do so no longer! Stop counting cups—stop 
counting sheep—start drinking Sanka Coffee! 

For from Sanka Coffee 97% of the caffein has 
been removed. But in it remains all of coffee’s 
satisfying flavor and tempting aroma. Drink 
Sanka Coffee. Enjoy it—and enjoy sound sleep 
as well! 


rich, full-flavored coffee! » » » » 


Is Sanka Coffee delicious? Does it yield that im- 
mediate sense of cheer and comfort? One single 
cup of Sanka Coffee will answer these questions 
for you—with a lusty “ Yes!" For the only thing 
removed from Sanka Coffee is caffein. And 
caffein never added a thing to coffee's delicious 
flavor. It never contributed even to that im- 
mediate sense of satisfaction a cup of coffee 
gives. That comes from the cheery warmth and 
flavor of the drink itself. 

And such flavor as Sanka Coffee brings you! 
Imagine the choicest of Central and South 
American coffees—roasted and blended to bring 








out the fullest flavor and aroma. That is Sanka 
Coffee. Nothing is added—only caffein is re- 
moved. You make it as you've always made 
coffee. Coffee experts recognize that no other 
blend is finer—in quality or in flavor. 


satisfaction guaranteed! » » » » 
Sanka Coffee has been accepted by the Com- 
mittee on Foods of the American Medical As- 
sociation. Your grocer sells it —ground or in the 
bean—in pound vacuum cans that preserve its 
freshness and its fragrance. Satisfaction guaran- 
teed—or your money back. Get a pound of 
Sanka Coffee to-day —and sleep to-night ! Sanka 
Coffee Corporation, 1 Joralemon St., Brooklyn, 
New York. 


make the night-test! » » The first time you try 
Sanka Coffee drink it at night. It won’t keep 
you ‘awake. Next morning you'll know, from 
actual experience, that you've discovered a deli- 
cious coffee that you can enjoy morning, noon 
and night— without regret ! 


SANKA EFT 
COFFEE E 


drink it and sleep! 





Sanka Coffee is a superior blend of the 
choicest Central and South American 





coffees—from which 97% of 


GROUND OR 
IN THE BEAN 


the caffein has been removed. 
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Choose SQUIBB’S 
as your family dentifrice 





The American Dental Association, Amer- 
ica’s leading dental authority, places its 
Seal of Acceptance on Squibb Dental Cream. 


Souiss DENTAL Cream cleans teeth—safely, thoroughly, 
pleasantly. 

It is made with more than 50% Squibb Milk of Magnesia 
—a product used by dentists for 25 years in the care of the teeth. 
It not only polishes the surface of the teeth and brings out 
their natural brilliance, but it cleanses and soothes the tender 
edges of the gums. 


Squibb's is safe. It contains no grit, no astringents, noth- 
ing which might injure your teeth or the delicate tissues of 
your mouth. You'll like the way it does its work. It’s so 


AND KNOW THAT YOU ARE 
GETTING SAFE, EFFECTIVE DENTAL CARE 





pleasant to use, and it leaves such a clean, invigorating taste. 
It is particularly refreshing after smoking, or before going out 
for the evening. 

The acceptance of Squibb Dental Cream by the American 
Dental Association, Council on Dental Therapeutics, is added 
proof of the qualities that have made it a favorite in American 
homes for years. 

Squibb's is the modern dentifrice for the entire family 
—a safe, dependable guardian of children’s teeth as well as 


grown-ups’. Copyright 1931 by E R Squibb & Sons 


SQUIBB DENTAL CREAM 
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and think that was charm. I like a person 
to have some depths.” I slid over and 
leaned my elbow on the door and looked 
at the snow. 

Chi laughed that laugh that was getting 
to be horrible. 

“Come on, be a sweet Maudie,” he said, 
leaning over toward me. “Do you want 
me to get an inferiority complex?” 

“Can anyone imagine a man with an in- 
feriority complex?” I said, gazing around. 
“Well, hardly.” 

“So you’re going to stand me up for a 
hot sock like Davy,” he said. '' What's the 
big idea?” 


V VELL, there was no 
use my even mentioning the bond that lay 
between me and Davy. I just smiled. 

“Men are always convenient to have 
around,” I simply said airily. 

Well, one minute I was looking at the 
scenery and thinking pleasant thoughts 
about Davy and all, and the next thing I 
knew Chi had stalled the engine and was 
kissing me. It pretty nearly threw me 
into a swoon, but being the kind that 
always believes in meeting life’s crisises, 
and being pretty well crowded over in my 
corner, I simply opened the door and slid 
quietly out while Chi fell unexpectedly on 
his jaw. 

“I just wish you could see how silly you 
look,” I said, and waving my hand I 
started down the road. It was a dramatic 
moment, but I knew in my heart that it 
couldn’t last, because my shoes were still 
in the car and my skates were killing my 
feet, and it came to me that whereas 
blessed are the pure in heart, it don’t get 
them anywhere and it is the meek that 
inherit the earth. I leaned up against a 
tree and looked meekly back. Chi had 
finally started the car and was bumping 
toward me in a depressed way. 

“Tm a mutt, Maudie,” he said, kicking 
open the door. Come on, get in, won't 
you, and let's go feed somewhere? I'm 
just a mutt, nothing but a mutt." 


Ox, NO, you're not,” 
I said kindly, "you're a very sweet boy, 
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“I don't go around looking for people to 
fall in love with, big man. Men just sim- 
ply come into my life, and there I am, 
wondering what it’s all about.” 

* And yet," Chi argued, “when I try to 
come into your life you leave me flat. 
Seriously, I mean, Maudie. S 

“You didn’t come in,” I reminded him. 
**You broke in. A person likes a person to 
have some inhibitions.” 

“Not these other girls,” Chi said. 

“I thought," I said, smiling up at him, 
“we were talking about me.” 

Chi's expression became helplessly ador- 


g. 

“I meant— what I meant was that you 
aren't like these other girls. There's a kind 
of a mystery about you." 

I thought casually in my mind about 
how he upset on the ice, and how he fell 
off me and banged his jaw in the car; and 
I could see how that must have seemed 
dd mysterious to a perfect lover type 

ike Chi. 


“That isn't mystery," I said. “That’s 
the instinct of self-preservation. I hate 
having men mush all over me.” 


Bor gosh," Chi said, 
“how’s a man ever going to make love to 
you—well, your husband, for instance? I 
mean, what other way is there?" 

“Well,” I said, “I have always believed 
that a person’s soul was a pretty real 
thing. 

“Feah, ” said Chi, “but I’d just like to 
see it get real pash about any little thing. 
You've got to feel things, Maudie.” 

I gazed up at the sky as we bumped into 
the curb in front of the drug store and 
stopped. It was practically dark, and the 
snow was piling up on our laps. 

“Do you suppose,” I said, 
haven't been awakened?” 

“Maudie,” he began eagerly, sliding his 
arm behind me. 

“Because,” I went on firmly, putting 
his arm back where it belonged, "maybe 
that’s the secret of my success.” 


“that I 


I was gazing dreamily into the fire and 
Chi had at last gone home to dinner when 
Lysbeth came in, twirling her béret. 

“Hello, darling,” she said, flopping into 
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We best way 70 i s 
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IVE your skin the clearer, fresber 
beauty that comes from using 


Keep a plentiful supply of Tissues al- 
ways in your purse. See that your hus- 


Pond’s Cleansing Tissues to remove band bas them in his office . . . and give 


even if you do seem just a little young. 
You can’t help it,” I went on encourag- 
ingly. "Anyway, I may have just a little 
different kind of standard. I mean, all the 
girls are just ga-ga over you and Lysbeth, 
for instance, thinks you are a kind of an 
answer to her heart’s cry, but you seem just 
a little obvious to me. But goodness, it 
don't matter. I’m only one person." 

“But heck," Chi said, banging the horn, 
“heck, you don't understand. A man has 
to act up to please the girls and give them 
what they want. It don't give me any big 
time muzzling some girl. I'm naturally 
Sort of introspective with lots of thoughts, 
but one of these canary craniums wouldn't 
get much out of that. A man has to please 
them." 

“T think it's wonderful to be so thought- 
ful of other people's happiness," I said, 
dragging on one shoe. Chi looked at me 
suspiciously. 

“Was that a dirty dig?” he said. I sat 
up, rather red in the face, I feared. 

“Not at all," I said. “It was just what 
you said. Wasn't it?" 

Chi looked terribly dazed. 

“Listen, Chi" I said, settling back, 
“why don't you just forget about me? 
Everybody thinks you're divine and 
Lysbeth adores you, and just because I 
happen to have been through a little more 
than they have—I mean, what with a few 
unhappy love aífairs and all—well, why 
should you go around wasting your youth 
even trying to understand me? Keep your 
illusions, Chi," I said, staring out at some 
ruts. "Life is a pretty terrible thing 
when they're gone.” 

“Gosh, Maudie,” Chi said, “you don't 
mean actual love affairs? Where would 
you find anybody around here to fall in 
love with?” 

“With you away it was pretty hard,” I 
said innocently and then I became grave. 


a chair. “Honestly, I'm a wreck!” 

“What wrecked you?” I asked pleas- 
antly, still gazing into the fire. Lysbeth 
rolled her eyes and smiled smugly while 
roughing up her back hair. 

“Tt was simply divine," she said. “ Hon- 
estly, Davy is too cute! All he needs is to 
be shown things. I’m doing you a real 
favor, Maudie.” 

“That’s awfully sweet of you,” I said. 
Lysbeth waited eagerly for me to burst 
with curiosity, but I’m not the bursting 
type. 


I MEAN,” Lysbeth 
went on, with the quiet pleasure of a per- 
son twisting the knife in the wound, ''that 
by next Friday I'll have him all set to give 
you a time at the Paint and Powder. He's 
learning fast. Honestly, I can't wait to tell 
Chi He will simply die of jealousy.” 

Well, I looked at Lysbeth and it sud- 
denly came over me that Lysbeth didn't 
really know anything at all about men or 
she wouldn't go around practically giving 
herself to everybody. Ismiled kindly, still 
gazing into the fire. 

“You're so wonderful, Lysbeth,” I said, 
“but d don' t get your hopes up about Chi's 


dying. 
"What do you mean, don't get my 


hopes up?” Lysbeth said with a mean 
look. *Chi's taking me to Paint and Pow- 
der, don't forget.” 

“I won't," I said sweetly, “but it just 
happens he's asked me up for the hockey 
game and the Sixth Form Dance—up at 
St. Luke's, you know. It lasts a whole 
week-end. Chi says it's the biggest event 
of the year," I went on, roughing up my 
back hair, too, ‘‘and so I guess I will have 
to fit it in somehow." And I just thought 
quietly to myself about how it pays to 
have morals, because the less you give a 
man the more you get out of him. 





cold cream . . 
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absorbent than ordinary tissues. 


In a twinkling they blot up all sur- 
plus cream and with it every particle of 
dust, dirt, powder and make-up that 
might otherwise clog the pores and, 
like as not, cause blackheads and blem- 
ishes. “Nothing else ever removed cold 
cream so perfectly,” society women say. 


As handkerchiefs, these dainty Tissues 


are convenient, too. 


No longer need a cold “run through” 
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OWenus or Pece her 


By CAROLINE B. KING 


ND now comes Christmas with its magic way of turn- 
ing everything to silver and gold, crystal and scar- 
let; Christmas with its kindliness, its fun, its jolly 
secrets and, last but far from least, its good things to 

eat. All things considered, December is the busiest, the most 
delightfully exciting, month of the whole year. 

With just a little planning it will be possible to do all the 
Christmas cooking quite easily. I always like to arrange all 
the menus for the holiday week rather early in the month. 
By following this method it is quite a simple matter to fit 
one meal into another as it were, lessening both the expense 
and the work. At this time, too, I plan any festivities that 
are to take place during the gay season, make lists of foods 
that may be cooked well in advance and those that may be 
done several days before they are needed, and so on, so that 
when Christmas actually arrives I find that I am all ready 
for it with almost all the cookery preparations finished. 

It is always wise to get all the gift buying and wrapping 
out of the way, all the cards dropped in the mail box and all 
the tinselly things of Christmas done in good time, so that 
the last week of the eventful month may be left almost en- 
tirely for housewifely things, like looking over supplies, 
marketing, baking, and so forth. 

Then, finally, comes the day of Christmas Eve, when there 
is nothing left but the decking of the house with holly and 
garlands and trimming the tree. Do let the children help in 
this jolly ceremony; arrange to do it in the late afternoon— 
which is apt to be a restless time the day before Christmas— 
and then follow it with a gay repast, a tree-trimming party 
with a supper substantial enough for big folks but not too 
heavy for small folks. Just the right kind of supper to precede 
the fun of stocking hanging and a night of long, sweet, sound 


sleep. 
Night-B elore- Christmas 


(TREE-TRIMMING SUPPER) 


Chicken Roll With Cream Sauce 
Buttered Peas 
Water-Cress-and-Orange Salad 
Toasted Wafers 
Noel Charlotte Russe 
Christmas Cookies 

Tea or Coffee Milk or Malt Cocoa 

CHICKEN RoLL WITH CREAM SAUCE is a simple but very 

inviting dish. For the very little children it may be advis- 

able to serve the creamed chicken on toast, but the rest of 

the family will enjoy it made in this way: Prepare a nice 

short biscuit dough, roll it into a rectangular sheet and 

spread over it two cupfuls of finely chopped boiled chicken 

moistened with a nicely seasoned white sauce which may be 

made in part from the liquid left from boiling the chicken. 

Roll the dough up securely like a jelly roll, brush with milk 

and bake in a hot oven. Serve with a white sauce to which a 

few canned mushrooms or a teaspoonful of chopped parsley 

has been added. Buttered peas make a nice accompani- 
ment to the roils. 


NOEL CHARLOTTE RUSSE will give just the festive touch to 
the Christmas Eve supper; and yet it is wholesome and nu- 
tritious. Scald a cupful of milk with a quarter of a cupful of 
sugar and a tiny pinch of salt. Beat two eggs well and fold 
them into the hot milk, stir constantly till slightly thickened, 
then remove from the fire and add one tablespoonful of 
gelatin softened in one tablespoonful of cold water; when well 
dissolved add one teaspoonful of vanilla and set away to 
cool. Fold in one cupful of whipped cream and serve in 
sherbet glasses lined with halved lady fingers. Chill thor- 
oughly and garnish with tiny red candies and leaves cut from 
citron. 


CHRISTMAS COOKIES. Be sure to make enough of these to 
hang on the Christmas tree and to serve with the Christmas 
eggnog. Boil half a cupful of molasses with a quarter of a 
cupful of shortening for five minutes. Cool to lukewarm, 
add the grated rind of half a lemon, a quarter of a teaspoon- 
ful of ginger, a quarter of a teaspoonful each of cinnamon 
and nutmeg, and a pinch of salt. Add flour sifted with half a 
teaspoonful of soda to make a stiff dough. Roll out in a thin 
sheet and cut in various shapes with cooky cutters. Watch 
the first baking of the cookies, and if the mixture spreads too 
much, add more flour. Ice and decorate the cookies appro- 
priately with candies, nut meats, raisins, citron, or with icing 
pressed through pastry tubes. 


Christmas-morning breakfast should be the most delight- 
ful breakfast of the year. If dinner is to be late, serve a rather 
substantial meal; if early, modify the menu to suit the family 
custom and preferences. 
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Christmas -Me orning 
Breakfast 


Christmas Orange Juice 

Cereal of Choice Top Milk 

Crisp Little Sausages on Toast 
Bacon Omelet Parsley Garnish 
Yule Rusks 
Marmalade 

Coffee Milk 
CHRISTMAS ORANGE JUICE is just a 
little different from ordinary every- 
day orange juice. Make it by squeez- 
ing the oranges and adding to the 
juice one-third of the quantity of pine- 
apple juice and enough canned rasp- 
berry juice to make it distinctly red. 
Cut little stars of canned pineapple 
and drop one in each glass. Chill 
Christmas Orange Juice very thor- 

oughly before serving. 


YULE Rusks. These may be made 
the day before and reheated before 
serving. Soften a yeast cake in a 
quarter of a cupful of lukewarm water. 
Scald and cool to lukewarm one cup- 
ful of milk, add one cupful of flour, 
then the yeast, and beat to a smooth 
paste; gradually add another cupful 
of flour and beat again; then set aside 
in a sheltered place to rise. When 
very light and bubbly, fold in a quar- 
ter of a cupful of raisins, two table- 
spoonfuls of shredded citron and two tablespoonfuls of can- 
died cherries, cut in small bits. Add also two well-beaten 
eggs, a quarter of a cupful of melted fat and four tablespoon- 
fuls of sugar. Beat in enough flour to make a stiff dough, 
knead well and leave to rise. When double its bulk, knead 
lightly, then roll out a quarter of an inch thick. Brush 
with melted butter, then roll up jelly-cake fashion. Cut in 
half-inch slices and place in greased muffin rings. Let rise 
until very light. Sprinkle with cinnamon and sugar and 
bake in a moderately hot oven until done. 


he Christmas Dinner 


(SERVED AT 1:30 OR 2:00 O'CLOCK) 


Christmas Cocktails 


Roast Goose Savory Stuffing Brown Gravy 
Apple Sauce Spiced Pears 
Celery Ripe Olives 
Duchess Potatoes Stuffed Onions 
Candied Sweet Potatoes Broccoli Hollandaise 
Poinsettia Salad Cheese Balls 
Toasted Wafers 
White Plum Pudding Delicate Sauce 
Mixed Nuts Mints Fruit 


Coffee 





Bright red pimiento cups give chicken jelly a Christmas color. 





- 


Cranberry-juice cocktail, served in the newest glasses, gives a cheery note. 
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CHRISTMAS COCKTAILS have cranberries for their base. 
Cook gently, until the fruit is very soft, one pint of the berries 
with one pint of water and two or three cloves, then strain. 
Add one cupful of sugar and cook five minutes, cool and add 
a quarter of a cupful of orange juice and one tablespoonful 
of lemon juice. Serve over cracked ice in cocktail glasses. 


POINSETTIA SALAD. Prepare a lemon gelatin after the 
usual manner, making it slightly stiffer than usual and tint- 
ing it red with a vegetable-color paste. Pour into a flat pan 
and set in a cool place to congeal. The jelly when cold should 
be but one-half to three-quarters of an inch thick. With a 
cooky cutter form stars of the jelly and arrange these on 
lettuce-bordered plates; in the center of each star place a 
rosette of whipped-cream salad dressing or a cream-cheese 
ball topped with a pistachio nut. Serve very cold. 


WurTE PLUM PuppINc. Measure two cupfuls of flour and 
reserve a little for dredging the fruit. Sift the remainder 
with three teaspoonfuls of baking powder and half a tea- 
spoonful each of cinnamon and nutmeg. Rub in half a cup- 
ful of shortening and add half a cupful of sugar. Beat three 
eggs lightly and add to one cupful of milk, stir into the dry 
mixture. Dredge with flour one cupful of chopped sultana 
raisins, a quarter of a cupful of chopped candied citron and 
orange peel mixed, and two tablespoonfuls of candied pine- 
apple shredded, and add to batter. Turn into a greased mold, 
cover tightly and steam three to three and a half hours. 
Turn out and serve with Delicate Sauce. 


DELICATE SAUCE. Beat a quarter of a cupful of butter and 
half a cupful of powdered sugar to a cream. Whip one cupful 
of thick cream until stiff and add to the butter and sugar, set 
over hot water and beat while heating. When smooth and 
thick add one teaspoonful of vanilla and one tablespoonful 
of orange juice. Serve warm. 


A Buffet Supper is a jolly affair for Christmas evening. It 
may be served late, after the children are safely tucked away 
to sleep and a few good friends and neighbors have gathered 
about your fireside, or in the case of a one-o'clock dinner it 
may take the place of the usual evening meal. 


Buffet Supper Christmas Night 


(SERVED AT 7:30 OR 8:00 O'CLOCK) 


Oysters à la King 
Jellied Chicken Pimiento Cup Garnish Mayonnaise 
Celery Hearts Stuffed Olives 
Bread-and-Butter Folds 
Reheated Crescent Rolls 
Yuletide Fruit Cake 
Wassail Bowl 


(Continued on Page 79) 


Coffee 
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Advertising can persuade 
you to try a product, but it can- 
not win your lasting loyalty. 
Only the outstanding goodness, 
the unvarying goodness, ) of 
Swift’s Premium can account 


for the fact that more people 





choose it than any other ham. 


E 


Sw remium Hams and Bacon 


V wis wonderful goodness of Premium's, its tenderness Sw i it’s 


and fine flavor, make it a favorite for Christmas 





Listen in! “The Stebbins Boys,” Esley and 
Jahn, famous Dawn East charact aver the 
NBC Networks every night except Saturday and 
dinner. Try baking it the festive way shown above: 3 Sunday. Seenewspapers far local statian and time. 
the d Em: rubbed with perc then Prem lum 

basted frequently with honey mixed with chopped 
Maraschino Cherries. 

And don’t forget that Premium Hams make de- 
lightful Christmas gifts. Your dealer has them, 
specially wrapped, all ready to send to any addresses 
on your list. 

X Swift & Company Swift &Company, 


Purveyors of Fine Foods 
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THECA. By W. H. HOEDT STUDIOS, INC. 
Fancy Christmas cookies are quickly and economically 
made with this cutter. 


HRISTMASTIME gives us the best excuse of the 
year to paint the kitchen red —in the sense at least 
in which that gayly colored brush is applied to the 
town to celebrate rare occasions. 

At no other season do cooking tasks assume proportions of 
such delight and importance. Even the children are dis- 
tressed if they find that they have come in from play just in 
time to miss the stuffing of the turkey or the final mixing of 
the plum pudding. Everything that has to do with the 
preparation of the dinner takes on an air that is part and 
parcel of Christmas. 

Delightful as all sorts of novel touches to Christmas foods 
may be, it is the perfection of a few traditional dishes that 
gives Christmas dinner its real air. It is easier, by far, to 
forgive a hostess for a lack of flourishes, if what she does 
serve is cooked to a turn, than to forgive the too ambitious 
hostess who attempted much but excelled in nothing. 

But it will never do to devote the entire day to preparing 
the dinner. And unless a good deal of preparation is done 
ahead of time, this is exactly what will happen. Fruits for 
the plum pudding, if there is to be one, also the citron 
or lemon peel for it, may be cut up ahead of time and put 
away in covered jars to keep them nice and moist. Nuts 
can be chopped, any candied peel prepared, and other odds 
and ends prepared to save time at the crucial hour and to 
leave the thoughts free for other holiday interests. 


Prepare in Advance 


Y ALL means, give the turkey all the at- 
tention it is going to demand a day or two 
before Christmas—its final washing, taking out 
the pin feathers and tendons, and any other 
finishing touches that the bird may need. Pre- 
pare the stuffing ahead, but do not finally stuff 
the turkey until Christmas Day. 

Certain vegetables can be prepared the pre- 
ceding day, if they are carefully stored. Let- 
tuce and some other salad vegetables can be 
washed and ready for the salad, then left over- 
night in waxed or moistureproof paper, or even 
in a damp cloth, and be delightfully cold and 
crisp when dinnertime comes. 

All sorts of sauces to be prepared on Christ- 
mas Day are time-consuming. Any of these, ex- 
cept the gravy itself, and Hollandaise or other 
egg sauce, can easily be made the day before. 

If turkey or other poultry is to be the crown- 
ing point of the dinner, we are all on tiptoe to 
know the secrets that will makeit worthy of its placeof honor. 
When it is all ready for roasting, rub the entire surface of the 
bird with salt, then spread the breast, legs and wings with 
any finely flavored fat rubbed until creamy and mixed, if de- 
sired, with flour. Keeping the turkey turned breast down- 
ward for most of the cooking period will allow the fat to 
flow down through the choice white meat and keep it moist 
and very palatable. Place it on the rack and roast, un- 
covered, at 450? F. until the surface begins to brown, then 
cover and finish at 300° F. Or the meat may be covered at 
once and roasted at 300° F. until nearly done, then the cover 
removed and temperature increased to 400° F. until nicely 
browned all over. It must be basted every fifteen or twenty 
minutes, using additional fat the first two or three bastings, 
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Ofrom the » Journal Kitchen 


By JEAN SIMPSON 


and after that there wil! be plenty of fat in the pan for this 
purpose. It needs to be turned frequently to brown it evenly. 

More turkeys fall from grace by too high oven temperature 
than any other one misfortune. An oven of 300° F. is best for 
the major part of the cooking period—certainly not above 
325° F.—increasing it only for the short time needed to give 
the golden brown color. 

If Christmas dinner is to bring turkey, it is in all probabil- 
ity to bring cranberries. When you go shopping for them be 
sure you choose the kind that will give you the best sauce or 
jelly with the least waste possible. The best cranberries are 
fully developed, are bright, clean, hard and dry and of good 
flavor. They are free from soft or wet berries. 

Cranberries can be cooked in any one of a number of ways 
and yet be the delicious and colorful dish that contributes so 
much to the Christmas dinner. 

For cranberry sauce wash one quart of cranberries, add 
two cupfuls of boiling water and cook until they cease “ pop- 
ping." Add two cupfuls of sugar just before taking them from 
the fire and stir until it is dissolved. If a sweeter sauce is 
desired double the amount of sugar. This does not give a 
stiff enough mixture to mold. Since it is at the Christmas 
season that cranberries are at their best, they may very well 
be stored for future use. Make a sauce as above, pour it into 
sterilized canning jars and seal. 

For a cranberry dish that has the berries left in it, but is 
stiff enough to mold, use the same proportions as in the 
above recipe, with the large amount of sugar, and cook the 
mixture until the “‘sheeting-off’’ test for jelly is obtained. 
Pour it into a mold and chill. 

Cranberries chilled in a large ring mold, unmolded, then 
filled with Waldorf-salad mixture and garnished with holly as 
illustrated, are a very festive salad for luncheon or supper 
at Christmastime. 

Cranberries are excellent for making jelly. To one quart of 
cranberries, add two cupfuls of boiling water and cook until 
the berries are very tender. If you are fond of spices, add 
two one-inch pieces of stick cinnamon, two dozen whole 
cloves and six allspice berries during cooking. When the 





Cranberry ring mold filled with Waldorf-salad mixture is both tasty and festive. 


berries are tender, drain thoroughly through a jelly bag, but 
without any squeezing. Measure the juice and let it boil two 
minutes, then add sugar, allowing one cupful for every cupful 
of juice. Boil rapidly until the sheeting-off test is obtained, 
and pour at once into one large or several individual molds. 

Christmas reds and greens are in demand for the menu, 
days before and after the peak of festivities. One very 
colorful and delicious combination is cherry sherbet and mint 
ice cream. If you can spare two trays of your mechanical 
refrigerator fot a short time you will be delighted with this 
dessert. First, prepate a cherry sherbet. Put one pint of 
canned and pitted red sour cherries (including the juice) 
through a colander. Soften two teaspoonfuls of gelatin in 
half a cupful of the cold juice, then dissolve it in the rest of 
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With or without molds for shaping it, hard taffy is very 
effective for Christmas goodies. 


the juice and pulp brought to a boil. Dissolve in this half a 
cupful of sugar and, if necessary, add enough red coloring 
to give it a very pretty Christmas red color. Pour into the 
refrigerator tray and leave until very well frozen, stirring 
two or three times during the freezing to help keep it smooth. 

While the cherries are freezing, prepare the mint ice cream. 
Use enough of your favorite vanilla-ice-cream recipe to give 
you one pint, but flavor it with extract or oil of pepper- 
mint and add green vegetable coloring. Set this in a second 
tray to freeze. 


Colorful Combinations 


HEN the cherry mixture is completely frozen and the 

ice cream is firm enough to be moved without melting, 
transfer the mint cream by spoonfuls to the top of the sher- 
bet, pack it over the surface quickly and evenly and return 
to the refrigerator at once. 

The trick is to be sure the cherry sherbet is well frozen at 
the time that the ice cream is spread over it, and also that 
the ice cream be so solid that it can barely be transferred. 
Making the sherbet one afternoon and leaving it overnight 
before preparing the cream is probably the safest plan. 

One of the very best ways to please the children at Christ- 
mas—and grown-ups too, for that matter—is to serve cookies 
that are made in the shapes of figures that belong 
toChristmastime. Trees and stars, little models 
of Santa Claus, angels, kneeling children and 
reindeer, are all most effective. Any rolled- 
cookie recipe which gives a stiff dough may be 
used, and the cookies, when baked, may be dec- 
orated with candy shot or colored sugar. 

Christmas goodies may well have, for their 
grand finale, taffy made into the many fascinat- 
ing kinds of hard candy. The proportion to use 
for all of these is two cupfuls of sugar, half a 
cupful of water and one teaspoonful of cream of 
tartar. The water may be used boiling, but it is 
not necessary to heat it on purpose. 

Put all three ingredients in a saucepan and 
heat, stirring constantly until the sugar is dis- 
solved. Then cover the pan and let the sirup 
boil for three minutes, Remove the cover and 
during the remainder of the cooking disturb it 
as little as possible. For pulling taffy, cook the 
sirup until a very hard ball forms in cold water— 
280° to 290° F. For hard taffy like lollipops, 
cook it until it is distinctly brittle when poured 
into cold water—300° F. 

To make little camels and Santa Claus figures, as illus- 
trated, you need the special molds. Cook the sirup to 300° F., 
and color and flavor it as you choose. Pour the sirup into 
the greased, tightly fitting molds. For lollipops, insert the 
stick into the taffy as soon as it is firm enough to hold it 
upright. When the taffy is cold, the molds may be separated 
and the shapely little figures removed. 

Or the sirup may be made into plain lollipops. Pour it in 
a thin sheet onto a greased plate and as soon as it can be 
handled shape it around the end of a stick in any form that 
you like. 

Pulling taffy can be the greatest of fun—some white and 
some red, pulled separately and then the two cords twisted 
around each other will give a pretty effect. 
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Just as true today.. and just 
as important to you... as it 
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was a dozen years ago! 


"Tweve years ago, we said: “You wouldn't buy canned foods without a label 
— but what's a label really worth, unless you know exactly what it stands for?” 


Today that statement is just as true as ev- 
er. And you know, even better, the things 
for which DEL Monte stands. One depend- 
able quality, always! A brand that more 
women prefer, more grocers sell, than 
any other canned fruit or vegetable label. 


With an established guarantee like this, 


MontE—whenever you buy? If your own 
grocer doesn’t carry the varieties you 
want, there’s bound to be one close at 
hand who does! The very fact he is fea- 
turing DeL Monts is one of the best ways 
to know he puts your interests first. 


Tell him you want Det Monte! And 














why even bother with unknown brands you've taken all the guess-work out of 
—unknown quality? Why not get DEL canned food buying. 









APRICOTS 
BERRIES 
CHERRIES 
FIGS 
FRESH PRUNES 
FRUIT SALAD 
GRAPEFRUIT 
PEACHES 
PEARS 
PINEAPPLE 
PLUMS, ETC. 









SAY DEL MONTE FOR 
BETTER COFFEE, TOO! 
VACUUM-PACKED — 

ALWAYS FRESH 






ASPARAGUS - BEETS 
CORN : PEAS - PIMIENTOS 
PUMPKIN - SPINACH 
STRING BEANS - TOMATOES 
TOMATO JUICE - ETC. 


VEGETABLES 





FRUITS - VEGETABLES 
COFFEE AND OTHER 
FOOD PRODUCTS 
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OOK KNOWLEDGE is probably the least of 
what the child learns in school. This is true in 
the college and university as well as in primary 
and secondary schools. But what are the really 

important things that college contributes to personality? 

School offers the child, in the first place, an oppor- 
tunity for acquiring certain experience with reality. It 
supplies him in a condensed predigested form knowledge 
about the world which it is to his practical advantage to 
acquire as quickly as possible. It affords him an opportunity 
for investing his loves and hates in a wide variety of new 
acquaintances. It affords him training in adjustment to 
authority so that he neither cringingly or unquestioningly 
yields, nor inwardly or openly rebels. Finally, the school 
should make it possible for him to see into himself, to recog- 
nize his own powers and his own limitations so that he will 
not suffer from unjustified feelings of inferiority or of 
superiority. 

That college education fails to accomplish these things in 
the majority of cases is, I am afraid, only too obvious. 
Young men and women who have entered college with high 
hopes of success, although often without any definite idea 
of what they want to succeed at, are right now—many of 
them—facing discouragement and distress. Some will have 
already dropped out, some will have been asked to leave be- 
cause of unsatisfactory work, some will be out of funds. 
Others are about to desert their educational plans for a career 
in business or the Navy. Some are homesick, some heart- 
sick, some physically or mentally sick; these, too, are very 
likely to drop by the wayside. 

Others will be seeming to succeed in the eyes of the world, 
but their successes are only in winning prizes which in the 
end they do not want; they race for the wrong goal. They 
turn aside from the chief object of education to win suprem- 
acy in athletics or social accomplishments, or if they do not 
overindulge in these forms of organized play they shun them 
altogether and lead cloistered, unsocial lives. 

Between the extreme failures who drop out of college en- 
tirely and those who make successful adjustments, there are 
all degrees of partial failure in the accomplishment of the 
aims of education. We have already discussed the general 
problems—those of self-evaluation, detachment from de- 
pendence upon the home and the attainment of sexual and 
social maturity. There are many special phases introduced 
by fraternities, athletics, religion, economic pressure, and 
the like. These partial and threatened failures should interest 
us most, because rightly understood and rightly dealt with 
they may be turned aside from disaster. 


Learning Difficulties 


NE of the commonest difficulties of college students is, 
of course, connected with the learning process—that is, 
difficulties in studying, reciting, understanding, and the like. 
For this there are many causes. There are students in every 
university who should never have come simply because they 
lack the capacity for college work. One of the most impor- 
tant adjustments for every college student, indeed for every 
individual to make, is to appraise his own abilities and limi- 
tations, to find his own niche in the world. College may not 
be the place in which he can best develop bis maximum use- 
fulness. On the other hand, many people have had their 
self-confidence and creative abilities crushed by the false 
accusation of stupidity. 

Students frequently appear stupid because of the inter- 
ference of emótional conflicts with the proper fünctioning of 
their intelligence. This can be best illustrated by a letter 
from a young man: 


I am writing you just after having failed in my exam in his- 
lory. I know I failed. It was just because I made stupid and 
careless mistakes that were entirely unnecessary. Out of ten 
questions I read three wrong and teft out part of what was ashed 
for and in four others I made absurd errors. I had spent several 
days studying for the quiz and knew everything perfectly and I 
took my time in the test and read my paper over carefully before 
handing it in, but I realize now that it was atl wrong. I wish I 
could snap out of this habit I have fatlen into of letting my mind 
wander until I can’t concentrate when I want to. I keep day- 
dreaming aboul what a regular fetlow I want lo be on the campus 
and what I will do when I get out of college, and then I get to 
thinking about how unfair some of the teachers have been to me. 
I've got to do something to get my mind on my worh right now! 


But what can he do to get his mind on it when he doesn’t 
know what keeps his mind from it? 

Obviously some emotional disturbances prevent him from 
doing what he wants to do. But if such a lad can be gotten 
into the hands of a mental-health counselor the probabil- 
ities are that this could be ferreted out and that he could 
be salvaged. 


By KARL MENNINGER, M. D. 


ental M lygiene eile lome 


Physical S ymptoms 


NOTHER manifestation of adaptation difficulties that 
college students frequently show is in the form of physi- 

cal symptoms. These may be so intense and so obvious that 
even physicians are misled by them into seeking explana- 
tions other than psychological. Among the best known of 
these are headaches, head pressure, undue fatigue, sleepi- 
ness, sleeplessness, all sorts of eye symptoms, disturbances 
of menstruation, and so on. To explain just how such 
symptoms may be brought psychologically is too long a story 





“IMHE December installment,” Doctor 
Menninger writes us, ‘‘continues the 
series of school articles which began in 
October with the grade-school student and 
continued in November with the high- 
school student. Everybody is interested 
in college-student adjustment problems, 
of which there are, heaven knows, a plenty 
and not all due to the students either. 

“Tt also continues the theme of love and 
hate investments, I have in mind taking 
up working-girl problems soon and also 
husband-and-wife problems." 

Doctor Menninger's service to JoURNAL 
readers is bringing him thousands of let- 
ters, each onc of which is answered by him 
by mail. 











to recite here and now, but a fairly clear case is presented 
in this letter: 


I was doing excellent work in Cornell, but I was compelled 
to drop out because of my heart. I found that when I tried to 
lead the normal life of a college student, attend classes, social 
events, and so on, I was unequal to the tash. The least extra ex- 
ertion, such as attending a reception, dance or party, caused my 
heart to palpitate and flutter painfully until I felt as if I were 
going to die. I look strong and heatthy, so that it is hard to per- 
suade people that I am really ill. The college doctor told me 
nothing was wrong with my heart. But the condition persisted 
until I was obliged to give up last month and return home. 


This student faces this dilemma: Her intelligence and her 
doctors tell her one thing; ber senses and her emotions tell 
her the contrary. What nobody tells her is that her heart is 
indeed affected, but it is affected not by bacteria but by 
fear. Yet she does not know it is fear—and she does not know 
why she has fear. To discover this would be half the cure. 


Moods 


Y FAR the most painful manifestations of maladjust- 

ment are the moody reactions, It is an amazing paradox 
that among college students, whom we are apt to regard 
as the most jolly, carefree and gay of all individuals in the 
world, there exist the keenest depressions, heartbreaks, dis- 
couragements and disappointments. These sometimes con- 
cern themselves with more or less real and justifiable causes, 
but with equal frequency they are exaggerated responses to 
relatively unimportant matters. The exaggerated response 
comes, as we know, because it is fortified by unconscious 
factors which of course the student cannot take into ac- 
count. The same is true of oversensitiveness, seclusiveness, 
inferiority feelings, painful consciousness of and misunder- 
standings about sex, suspiciousness, and so on. In most 
cases these students require psychiatric guidance. 


Mishehavior - 


ISBEHAVIOR is still another way of manifesting diffi- 
culties in adaptation. Some students, unable to adjust 
themselves to the requirements of the situation, express 
their feelings not by any suffering on their own part, or by 


any consciousness of their faults, but rather by an at- 
tack on the convenience or comfort or safety or prop- 
erty of others. Until the disciplinary committees of 
colleges and universities learn to understand some of the 
primary reasons for misbehavior, until they learn that 
students rarely break rules for the reasons which the 
committee ascribes to them, until they substitute vision 
for vengeance, until then they will make no progress 
whatsoever in salvaging these troublesome but often ex- 
ceedingly valuable members of the college who correspond 
to the criminal class upon which society wages war so re- 
lentlessly, so stupidly and so ineffectively. 

Disciplinary problems, particularly rule breaking, drinking, 
offenses against college authorities, are usually more or less 
obvious extensions of the rebellion against the parents. More 
serious by far from the standpoint of the student than out- 
spoken acts of rebellion and defiance are those subtle thwart- 
ings of the ambitions of parentsand teachers represented by 
various forms of evasion. Many students go through all the 
motions of education, attend classes, appear to work hard, 
even get good grades, but substantially accomplish nothing. 
They elect profitless courses, recite mechanically, interest 
themselves in nothing, create nothing, retain nothing. 

At the bottom of this is very often a fundamental hostility 
to the whole business of education because it represents the 
wishes of the parents. 


What Parents Mast De 


HE parents of college and university students must face 

the necessity for the emancipation of adolescents from 
the home, and they must use their utmost self-control in 
declining the temptation to perpetuate or strengthen these 
bonds by unnecessary meddling in the minor difficulties 
encountered by these children in adjustment efforts. Many 
problems which are really minor seem major to parents and 
faculty members. This applies particularly to so-called 
disciplinary problems. Children must be permitted to learn 
that the world is governed by laws, that one has to discover 
for himself precisely what these laws are and how they work 
in order to adjust oneself to them. A child who does not al- 
ready know what the parents mean by the distinction be- 
tween right and wrong will never learn it after he is seven- 
teen and the parents may as well make up their minds to this 
fact. It should be added, moreover, that the child will dis- 
cover that the parents are not entirely right on the questions 
of right and wrong and that such questions change with the 
times. 


Chee Mental. „Health Counselor 


pE question of what to do with these students presented 
itself to the educational authorities long ago. They re- 
alized that nothing in the educational system was helping the 
students to solve those innumerable problems of adjustment 
which required so much more of their energy than did study- 
ing. Nothing in the curriculum is of any assistance in over- 
coming self-consciousness, timidity, fear of reciting, or fear 
of meeting people. Nothing in the catalogue prescribes any 
help for the feelings of inferiority, inadequacy and insecurity 
which handicap so many students. There is no course which 
helps the students to understand the nature of friction and 
conflicts with their parents and their teachers and their 
classmates which so disturb their emotional life. Concerning 
the love affairs and sexual problems which occupy so much 
of their time, they similarly get little help from the study of 
economics or astronomy or calculus. 

It is for the purpose of helping students confronted with 
these personality problems, with these problems of adjust- 
ment, that the mental-health counselor has taken his place 
in many of the leading American colleges and universities. 
The mental-health counselor is a physician trained in the 
scientific understanding of the nature of adjustment diffi- 
culties and the methods of bringing about solutions of those 
problems. Most of these students with adjustment diffi- 
culties do not require elaborate treatment. They require 
only to be shown precisely what their problem is, or to be 
helped in placing the proper emphasis on conflicting de- 
mands, or to be assisted in a better interpretation of the en- 
vironment, or to be helped to substitute new habits for old 
and harmful ones, or in the clarification of the purposes of 
the educational striving. 

Could this not be done by some wise, thoughtful man who 
has lived long and successfully but who lacks the scientific 
training of a psychiatrist? Yes, but not so well. It is not 
work for amateurs. A student in need of a surgical operation 
would not be turned over to a physician whose only claim 
to surgical skill and experience was that he was interested 
in it or “had done some reading" on the subject. The same 
principle applies to psychological surgery and counsel. 
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1 e Benn the scenes—small figures exploring 
jam pots and candy boxes. Small feet scamper- 
ing to coal bins and flour jars. Small persons 
occupied with kitchen taps, with dressing table 
cream, with intriguing lines of dust behind 
the radiators. And small clothes carrying faithful 
records of jam and candy, of coal dust and 
flour, of water'and cold cream and dirt. 


Before the scenes—cherubs. Cherubs freshly 
scrubbed and immaculately garbed, who pay 
brief respects to family guests at luncheon, at 
tea, at bridge. 


On each occasion a visitor is sure to exclaim: 
"Adorable infants! But how do you do it? 
How do you manage to keep their clothes so 
miraculously clean?" 


The modern answer is simple: A Love. 
PRESSURE CLEANSER on your washer. 





QLM Co, 1931 


Gay 
@ 


LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 


2 e THE washing processes are three: soaking, 
slushing and pressure cleansing. Soaking loosens 
the soluble particles of dirt. Slushing dislodges 
the more stubborn ones. But pressure cleansing 
squeezes out the very last clinging bit of dirt 
and soap and excess water. 


The thoroughness of the pressure cleansing 
determines the spotlessness of the wash. In 
the Lovell Pressure Cleanser, the perfectly 
timed, perfectly controlled patented rolls release 
garments and linens absolutely cleansed. The 
Lovell Pressure Cleanser carries washing to its 
ultimate perfection: crisp, fragrant cleanliness. 


PR 
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3 o Tug leading washing machine manufactur- 
ers equip their machines with Lovell Pressure 
Cleansers. When you go to buy your new ma- 
chine, see that it has that most important equip- 
ment: LOVELL Pressure CLEANSER. 


Also, there is a smart little laundry guide, 
called ‘Alice’s Adventures in Washing Land.” 
A copy is ready for you, if you mail your 
request to Lovell Manufacturing Co., Erie, Pa. 


LEANSE 


AND PRESSURE IS NEEDED TO MAKE CLOTHES REALLY CLEAN 
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"I was frantic ...we tried everything” 





ARNATION MILK does seem to work 
miracles in baby feeding. But they 
aren’t miracles. The simple explanation is 
that Carnation is like fe—that it 
agrees with many babies who can’t digest 
taw or pasteurized milk. 

Some of America’s most famous baby spe- 
cialists are using Carnation Milk—in hospi- 
tals, clinics, and private practice—for well 
babies and for sick babies. They have proved 
that, besides being easier to digest, it is nout- 
ishing in every way—dependably rich in vita- 
mins, minerals,.and other food values. They 
like its safety too; and its controlled 
uniformity. 

These authorities know,as moreand more 
mothers and housewives are coming to re- 
alize, that Carnation Milk— thefineunsweet- 
ened evaporated milk that you have always 
known—is simply pure whole milk from 
selected, inspected herds—with only water 
taken out and nothing added—retaining all 


its essential nutritional qualities but rendered 
more digestible by heat-treatment and bomog- 
enization. 


Ideal for bousebold use 


Carnation Milk does better cooking because 
it is homogenized—the butter-fat reduced to 
tiniest particles and evenly distributed through- 
out the milk. It makes foods smoother, finer, 
in texture and consistency. It adds richness 
and flavor. Just try it in cream soups, sauces, 
custards, ice cream, cocoa, and candy! And 
use it for creaming coffee, fruits, and cereals, 
You'll like it—and its economy too. 


There ate so many things to learn about 
this modern milk for modern nurseries and 
kitchens. Send for two new Carnation book- 
lets—“Baby-Feeding Simplified” and "100 
Glorified Recipes.” Both are free. Carnation 
Company, 1240 Carnation Bidg., Ocono- 
mowoc, Wis.; or 1340 Stuart Bldg., Seattle; 
or Aylmer, Ont. 


...and then the 


doctor prescribed 
Carnation Milk! 


This letter from Mrs, C. P. Berg, Will- 
mar, Minn, willinterest every mother 


> 9 9 


“If anyone can testify to what Carnation Milk” 
“has done for a baby, I certainly can. When seven” 
“months old, Eugene was still having trouble” 
“digesting boiled milk diluted with water. The” 
“first two months we were up night and day, be" 
“had the colic so badly. We tried everything, for” 
“we thought surely there must be something that” 
“would agree with the child’s stomach. I was” 
“frantic, and saw a specialist who told us to try” 
“Carnation Milk—and the baby has been on” 
“Carnation ever since, except once when I tried" 
“milk from the milkman. Then he got ubsetagain"" 
“and I bad a terrible time. So I have continued” 
“with Carnation and begets along just fine. Heis” 
“so healthy in every way; bis bones are very strong,” 
“At one year he weighed twenty-five pounds.” 





Almost 
miraculously good 
for babies... and 
splendid for cook- 

ing, too 


Carnation 


From Contented Cows" 


WORLD'S LARGEST-SELLING BRAND OF EVAPORATED MILK 





Copyright, 1931, by Carnation Co. 
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ROSE with the flame 
of self-improvement 
bright within me to- 
day. Yes, I would run 
the house per schedule and have half an hour to study my 
history a bit. I wanted to find out more about Elizabeth 
Wolcott who took her two children by the hand and went 
king hunting undera big oak tree. I rather liked the picture 
of her standing there in the dappled sun and shade, her 
winged white headdress topping off her blond beauty. So 
behold me at ten-thirty, snug before a fire of oak logs, the 
radio singing Only a Rose and the book open at the right 
place. Half an hour! 

But I had reckoned without the two-year-old. Mamma 
sitting down! Lovely! Immediately I was boarded by a de- 
termined and bloodthirsty pirate who tucked herself in 
between the arm of the overstuffed chair and myself. It was 
a tight fit. "Now," she said, shaking her curls, “where do 
we begin?” or words to that effect. 

“Well, Spike McRite of the River Rats," said I, which is 
the family way of saying, "I'll be d——" 

Did I shove her overboard? Not much. I taught her 
where her knuckles and elbows and ankles were and how to 
say 'em. She put her finger on my nose and said it was 
"fonny." We spent quite a bit of time discussing our per- 
sonal architecture, and she had three new words to play with 
when it was over. 

I begin to understand now the lived-in and pleasant look 
so. often noticed on the faces of mothers of big families. 
Makes me think of shabby ruffled old chairs with dented 
cushions. À child is like that tide in the affairs of men which 
must be taken at its peak. His life moves on, but a book, 
after all, is something that can be put under the pillow. 





Immediately I was boarded. 


Learning to Bear Disappointment 


SMALL child who is perfectly comfortable, healthy and 

well-equipped with things to do often takes a notion to 
climb into the mother’s lap when the mother is really busy. 
And even if she isn’t busy, every human being is entitled to 
times of sanctuary when she can refuse to be invaded. Then 
the disappointed howls begin. What to do? 

Every human being must learn to bear disappointment. 
Even the little ones. Act as impersonal to the kicking and 
bawling child as though she were merely a picture on the 
wall, a pleasant one at that. Hum and be happy. If your 
common sense holds out, the youngster will quit and find 
her own amusement. 


An Interesting Mother 


MOTHER'S life cannot be bounded by crib sheets and 

recipe books and scrubbing the porch. It should be 
possible for her to escape from 
her routine an hour a day, or a 
whole day, or yes, even a week 
atatime. Like the papa robin, 
she is gathering sticks and 
strings for her home. Only in 
her case it is new mental in- 
terests that she is bringing 





Clip for my oldest. 
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back to build into her family life. At least she brings home a 
different state of mind. These escapes are like the European 
trips of school-teachers—they show professional spirit! And 
even if the mother can't go to Europe, and that would be too 
long anyway, she can go out into the woods! 

The better a human being the mother is, the better the 
children. The mother is like a pitch pipe— the children take 
their tone from her. And if she realizes that the outside 
world is after all only another big room of the house in 
which her children spend their earthly lives, the children will 
have a broader view of their possibilities. This is why the 
mother should vote, even if she doesn't know whether the 
one with the pompadour is a Democrat or a Republican. 
Even so small a thing as making tea cakes for the P T A bake 
sale enlarges the family circle. 

Living with an intelligent mother is something like living 
in a good neighborhood, spiritually speaking. 


Youthful Reformers 


ORRY, mamma, but I’m clutzing.” 
“Hey, Julia, where's my clutz?” 

"T think that shirt looks pretty clutzy, don't you?” 

After listening to this for about a day and a half, I called 
my big son in and said, “What’s the cipher? What's the 
mystery? What's the Esperanto? What is this clutz?”’ 

“Mom,” said he, with a perfectly sober face, “this is the 
biggest labor saver to weak minds you ever heard. Clutz isa 
noun, adjective or verb. It means anything you want it to. 
It's deuces wild, the joker in the deck. The fellows made it up 
last week. Easy to say, easy to spell. It's got everything" — 
and he leaped schoolward. By the way, have you ever no- 
ticed that there's an age when growing children seem to leap 
constantly? 

I wonder how long clutz will last? How these young 
roughnecks would be surprised to hear themselves called 
reformers. 

Maybe this is the kind of child who grows into the kind 
of man who wants to wear shorts to the office in summer. 
Which reminds me that I have found children a liberal 
education, very liberal indeed. 


Whoopee om Parole 


HOOPEE is out on parole. We had it in storage be- 
cause we were sort of broke. What’s more, we have no 
mechanical sense and find that even our good car gives us 
plenty of adventure, let alone a car like Whoopee, which has a 
cauliflower ear and other signs of having lived dangerously. 














Whoopee is out on parole. 


aising a family 








But pressure was brought 
to bear (every parent will 
understand this, I feel 
perfectly sure). 

“I drained out the oil, mother; it was half water." 

“You oughta seen that rear axle; it took three pounds of 
grease." Thus the ten-year-old. 

The six-year-old shouts, “I’m shinin’ the lamps.” 

“Aw, gee, there’s a flat spring. Aw, kads, the horn won’t 
work "—thus the tragic ten-year-old again. 

"Say, put down that hood and leave the bus alone. I 
gotta a rear mirror I've been saving for six months to fasten 
in. We don't need a horn." 

By this time five children, all assorted sizes and sexes, 
are swarming over the car with shirt tails, old underwear, 
brushes and brooms. The Joyous Abigail sits on the running 
board and wabbles the hose. 

When their father offers them the use of the good car for 
their trip to the library —the whole family goes en masse— 
they turn on him faces of pure scorn. "Man the choke, 
Marg," calls Spike as he springs to the crank, and the war 
is on. 

To our city cbildren the old car takes the place, to some 
extent, of cats, dogs and ponies. It's a machine age and our 
playthings reflect the times. 

Alas, cats and dogs and ponies may not be hygienic and 
convenient, but there are times when I think I'd have a 
better chance with a germ any day than with a lot of car 
grease in the wash bowl. 

Furthermore, when I count up the money for storage and 
license and another spare, not to mention the smaller items, 
I begin to wonder why we didn't have a new baby or some- 
thing else that pays dividends. 

Still and all, there's a lot of laughter and wholesome fun in 
the back yard. It is altogether possible that the cause of 
discipline and family spirit is being better served than I 


think, 
Mo thers M. emorandum 


MUST remember to get a roll of transparent gummed 

paper to put beside the mercurochrome bottle. Jimmie's 
Mother Goose book is torn on the edges. He uses the mer- 
curochrome for his cuts, and when he sees the gummed paper 
it will remind him that the book is hurt too. 

Then I'll show him how to mend it and we'll have a little 
talk about our books, that they are our friends and we must 
always take good care of them. Jimmie is only six years old 
and this will appeal to him, if he is like the other children 
at his age. 

I must clip and save that story about the racing driver who 
has partial vision in one eye. Yet has never caused an 
accident and has outlived all his competitors. This will in- 
terest my oldest, who has a bad eye. He will get what I 
mean—that a defect is never an excuse. 





Disappointed howls begin. 


EDITOR'S NOTE—The 
mother of six children and a child 
psychologist are combining their 
experience and training to make 
this page a helpful one for parents. 
Letters addressed to the Fournal 
will be answered either by Mrs. 
Cook or by Dr. Lee Vincent. 





Beside the mercurochrome. 
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EVERY ROMPING CHILD 
these VITAL FOOD VALUES 


needs 






AR within the Arctic Circle you will now find 
bananas —shipped thousands of miles from 
the tropics to the children of the frozen north. 


Children there require those vital food values 
which bananas help to furnish. But your children 
don't have to play in a wintry climate to benefit 
by bananas. Every youngster with ambition enough 
to get tired needs these packets of quick energy. 


Doctors say that no child should be cheated of 
a food like bananas. They have proved that ripe 
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The children of the midnight 
sun aren't cheated. of ba- 
nanas. For now even far 
within the Arctic Cirele are 
banana-ripening plants! 


bananas are perfectly digestible even for children 
too young to have teeth. 


Bananas are chock-full of the best behaved vi- 
tamins and important mineral salts. They seal 
within their yellow skin vital food values to stoke 
those fires of energy you want your child to have. 


They’re good—cooked or raw! And for all their 
strength-building richness, they're just about the 
biggest food bargain you ever pack in your market 
basket. Order them today. 


* IN WINTER CHILDREN ESPECIALLY NEED THIS ENERGY FOOD 


ADVENTURE IN THE CARIBBEAN 


Wouldn’t you like to laze along in the blue Caribbean . . . to 
explore tropical isles . . . to make new friends, see new places, 
dip into romance and adventure? Then board one of the 
spotless, roomy liners of the Great White Fleet. The all- 
expense feature enables you to budget your trip to the 
penny ... mail tbe coupon for cruise information. 





NEW BOOKLET FOR MOTHERS 


Prepared with the belp of specialists, this booklet carries the 
distinguished Seal of Approval of tbe American Medical 
Association. Special recipes for infants, pre-scbool, and scbool 
children. An authoritative presentation of facts concerning 
the banana as a health food. Readable, practical—an every- 
day help. Send coupon for your eopy today. 


UNITED FRUIT COMPANY BANANAS 
Distributed by Fruit Dispatch Company 


SEND FOR FREE BANANA BOOKLET 


FRUIT DISPATCH COMPANY 
Pier 3, North River, New York City 

Please send me, free, your newest booklet, “Bananas—a Food 

Children Need." O 

Please send CRUISE information, too. O 


L.H. J. 12-31 


Name. 





Address. 





City 
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Electric calendar clock. ice servidor with disk. Improved percolator. 


OK quipment Suitable for Gifts 


By KATHERINE GOEPPINGER 




















HRISTMAS! Once again the shops rod, which raises the ice out of the 
are beckoning with enticing giftsand water. The service may be had in 
this year the selection is more varied satin-silver, satin-copper or polished- 

than ever. A gift for the home will be re- nickel finish. 



























CAMELOT 
Beg, borrow or buy 


CAMELOT, but be sure 
to PLAY Camelot! 


Do not delay the enjoyment of this new pleasure, 


the Fun is in Playing it! 


Great is the thrill where victory or defeat 
hangs on the next few moves! ’For the most in- 
teresting situations from actual play we offer 


$1000 in Prizes 


First Prize, $200; two Prizes of $100; 
eight of $25; twenty of $10; forty of $5. 
Contest Rules: As you play Camelot you will always 
reach situations which offer amusing problems in choice 
of play. Write down the position of the pieces, with the 
next few ensuing moves as played, or, your comments on 
what should have been done. Mail this with your name 
and address to Camelot Editor, Parker Brothers, Salem. 
Mass. Entries must be received within two weeks after 
Christmas, i.e., by January 8. Prize winners will be an- 
nounced in the Literary Digest at an early date thereafter 
Anyone (except employees of Parker Brothers) may com- 
pete, and may send in not exceeding five situations. No 
special forms are required, but if you will write to Parker 
Brothers, they will forward you helpful suggestions and 
diagrams for recording your play. 


CASTLE SET 
The New 85 Set with Ivoroid Pieces 


The Red and White Ivoroid Pieces 
are a delight to handle, and double 
the fun of playing! Until now, 
they have been obtainable only in 
$10 and higher priced sets. This is 
the set smart hostesses are using 
at parties. Ask for the new Five Dollar Set 
with Ivoroid Pieces . . . . Price, $5.00 
TOURNAMENT Edition: With Large Squares and 
Large Weighted and Felted Playing Pieces, cloth bd. $7.50 
POPULAR Edition: Red Bound ...... $1.50 
Other Editions, $1 to $50. Send for complete list. 
At DEALERS’ or by mail 


What Experts Say of Camelot 
Milton C. Work says, “In Camelot Mr. Parker has origi- 
nated a new and brilliant game of extraordinary fascination. 
Camelot is one of the few really great games.” 

E. V. Shepard calls it ‘‘A masterpiece in games— 
a new delight.” 


ROOK-The Game of Games 


Quick climaxes, exciting AS 
moments. A charm all its t i 
own. With rules for all 
Rook games, including 
the fascinating new game 
DISCARD ROOK. The 
largest selling and most 
popular Home Game in 
the world Price, 75c at 
DEALERS’ or by mail. 













membered long after the passing joys of If you are looking for something z 
Christmas are forgotten, and its usefulness different for a home lover who “has Flash-light candle. 
will serve as a reminder of the giver. everything,” a lighted house num- 

















the ironing pressure. When not 
in use, the sides and back fold 
up to make a useful kitchen 
table with a white porcelain 
top. When opened for use, the 
side drops provide space for 
ironed garments. The heating 
element is thermostatically con- 
trolled and may be regulated 
to three ironing temperatures. 


Electric clocks are no longer a luxury — ber is a suggestion. Because of its 
they are a practical necessity where a distinct visibility, the illuminated 
timepiece is needed. Increased sales have house number is easily found at 
decreased costs, and it is now possible to night. It is designed with a built-in 
buy reliable electric clocks at very reason- door button at the lower part of 
able prices. The latest development is a the:compartment which contains 
clock that does not stop with current the numerals The complete unit 
interruptions. Should the power fail tem- may be fastened on the door frame 
porarily, the clock will continue to run on and over the location from which 
a spring from thirty to forty-five minutes. the old doorbell button has been 
This spring is automatically wound by removed. Two miniature lamps are The 1300-watt element is cast 
electricity and is kept wound at all times. inside, and the voltage is supplied in an aluminum shoe and is 
No winding, regulating or oiling is ever re- by the standard bell-ringing trans- = Lighted house divided so that each end of 
quired. A calendar clock tells the day and former which is already installed in number. the shoe may be heated to the 
date as well as exact time. most homes. The cost of operation temperature required by the 

There is a new percolator in cream- for an entire year of constant day and type of work being done. 
colored china, with motifs in cool green. night use is almost negligible, the con- <A good toaster that can be moved easily 
It has a capacity of seven cupfuls and has sumption amounting to about two watts. and safelywhile it is hot isanew chromium- 
a fuse-type safety device in the base Another sensible gift to “light the way" plated model with handles of bakelite. It 
which prevents burnouts in case the per- is a wireless electric wall light for closets toasts anything well—halved rolls, crack- 
colator should be boiled dry. A similar pot, and other dark corners not reached by ers, or two full-slice sandwiches. Both 
but of different design, has an automatic light lines. This new portable light uses sides toast at once and when done, it 
heat control. flash-light batteries. It screws onto the automatically shuts off the current, opens 

Something unusual for aid in serving wall and is equipped with a pull-chain up itself and raises up the front edge of 
ice cubes is an attractively designed switch. Theclear, soft light which it throws the toast so that it can be picked up with- 
Servidor. It holds from thirty to thirty- is strong enough to read by, but it was out danger of burned fingers. The toaster 
six large cubes and the center handle has really designed for attics, basement stair- is adjustable for light, medium or full- 
a perforated disk at the bottom of the ways, garages and entrances to rooms not brown toast. 
having wall switches near 
the door. The unit is made 
in two attractive finishes— 
oldivory and black morocco. 
its dimensions in inches are 
five and a half by four and 
a half, and it is one inch 
thick. 


A Portable Light 


FLASH-LIGHT candle 
represents the portable 
light in its most up-to-date 
form, A switch in the base 
automatically turns the 
light on or off each time it is 
picked up or set down, al- 
though the switch can be 
turned on permanently if a 
steady light is desired for 
use on telephone stands. 
and the like. A band on the 
base of the candle contains 
radium spots, which enable 
one to locate it instantly in 
the dark. The candlestick 
has a silverlike finish, and 
the bulb at the top is in- 
cased by moonstone glass. 
The most recent develop- 
ment in electric ironers is 
a flat plate which operates 
with very little effort. The 
piece to be ironed is spread 
on the board and a lever is 
Newest electric ironer, then pushed back to apply Wall light for dark closet, 
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Other Famous PARKER GAMES; Pegity, 
Ping-Pong, Haima, Touring, Lindy, 
Pit, Five Wise Birds, Pollyanna, 
Pastime Picture Puzzles, etc. 


“The Standard of Excellence in Games” 


PARKER BROTHERS inc 


SALEM, MASS., NEWYORK, LONDON 
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HEINZ RICE FLAKES HAVE IT TOO 


What is this ‘it’? 
a mild natural laxative effect 4 


Try a big bowlful of Heinz Rice Flakes, with milk or cream. See how crunchy 
and good these golden-brown flakes are! And remember— 

Heinz Rice Flakes contain pure cereal-cellulose. That's why they help 
keep you healthy—just as the cellulose in apples, prunes, lettuce, and certain 
other fruits and vegetables helps you! 

For cereal-cellulose is one of the gentlest, mildest, and most effective of correc- 
tives. Made from whole grain rice by a special Heinz process, it is added to Heinz 
Rice Flakes and gives these crisp, delicious flakes their mildly laxative action — 
the healthful quality sometimes referred to as a “corrective vegetable effect”. 

Here's something else to remember, too— Heinz are the only rice flakes 
that have- the cereal-cellulose added. Get a package when you £o to 
your grocer’s—and be sure to insist on Heinz! 





e Try Heinz Breakfast Wheat, too—the hot cereal e 
that contains the essential cereal-cellulose. 


FREE!—A GENEROUS TRIAL PACKAGE. . . Send fora generous trial package 
of Heinz Rice Flakes—enough for three good servings—free/ Try these delicious flakes 
at our expense. See how good they taste! Mail the coupon —now/ 


H. J. Hemz Company, 
Dept. J 12, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Please send me a trial package of Heinz Rice Flakes—enough for three servings—free of charge. 
(This offer is good only in the United States.) 
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ONE OF THE 57 VARIETIES OF HEINZ FOOD PRODUCTS 
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Nome Dahlen of Childhood 


By S. JOSEPHINE BAKER, M. D. 


OHN was not mean or vicious. He was 

only three years old, too old to be 

treated as a baby and not yet old 
enough to understand fully that the world 
was not made for him. He broke his toys 
and flew into a rage when asked to do 
anything that interrupted his play. He. 
demanded attention constantly, and when 
playing with other children he insisted 
upon dominating the games. 

John was a true product of his environ- 
ment. Both parents were nervous cad 
overwrought. ‘‘Nervousness”’ is not in- 
herited, however, 
though babies born 


as a matter of equal importance I am giv- 
ing a list of “ Do's.” 


DON'T 
Nag; 
Punish; 
Repress; 
Instill fear; 
Lose your own temper; 
Pamper and overindulge; 
Force your child to "show off”; 
Laugh at a child's mistakes; 
Ask or demand unreasonable things; 
Suppress a child's 
reasonable desires; 





without their rightful 
measure of vitality are 
usually the most vul- 
nerable to the influ- 
ences that produce 
unbalanced behavior. 
So-called nervous chil- 
dren are the product 
of their environment. 
Sometimes there is a 
physical basis for emo- 
tional symptoms, and 
that must always be 
looked for and cor- 
rected. 

There are three com- 
mon types of nervous 
disorder that I want to 
discuss briefly. 

The first is the over- 
excitable child. These 
children may be robust 
and well nourished, or 
anamicandundernour- 
ished. They often have 
outbursts of anger and 
temper. They may be- 
come hysterical with 
loud, shrieking laugh- 
ter. In their play they 
are dictatorial and quarrelsome. They are 
usually tense, physically. Their sleep is 
disturbed and restless. They are over- 
anxious for praise and cannot stand any 
blame. 

The second type is that of the child who 
shuns older people and does not want to 
play with other children. Such a child 
may be morose and eccentric in its be- 
havior, but the predominating symptoms 
are those of overshyness. These children 
are either afraid, or unable, to recite in 
School. They lack power of decision even 
about the most trivial affairs. They dis- 
trust themselves and are abnormally 
afraid of the dark or of any unusual ex- 
perience. They like to be alone and in- 
dulge in daydreams, to get away from any 
disturbing influence and to live: within 
themselves. 

The third type shows more definite 
physical symptoms. These children are the 
ones who develop chorea, or St. Vitus' 
dance. They are tense, high-strung and 
eager, but as the characteristic muscular 
twitchings of the disease show themselves 
and the spasmodic jerkings of the arms 
and legs cannot be controlled, the children 
become extremely self-conscious and want 
to keep away from other people. Chorea 
is a disease and needs immediate and con- 
tinued medical care. Whiie it is usually 
superimposed upon a disarranged nervous 
temperament, there is a physical basis for 
this disorder and there may be permanent 
injury, particularly to the heart. 

The types I have described may blend 
into each other and some symptoms of 
each be present, but in general one type 
or the other will predominate. 

Nervous children are rarely found in 
families that are poised, well balanced and 
calm. The example of daily living will do 
more to prevent nervous disorders during 
childhood than all the precepts ever de- 
vised. ‘‘Don’ts”’ for parents should take 
the place of " Don'ts"' for children. And 








PHOTO, BY H, ARMSTRONG ROBERTS 
Homemade pleasures are best, 


Assume that a child 
is lying when he is sim- 
ply being naturally 
imaginative; 

Makearbitrary com- 
mands— simple expla- 
nations are easy to 
give and worth giv- 


to remember 
that you are the model 
your child will copy — 
either consciously or 
unconsciously. 


DO 


Guide rather than 
direct; 

Explain rather than 
command; 

Get your child’s con- 
fidence; 

Cultivate your 
child’s self-reliance; 

See that work, play 
and rest are properly 
balanced; 

Establish a routine of 
life, beginning early in 
infancy; 

Bé sure that your child has no uncor- 
rected physical defects; 

Remember that every new human being 
has a right to a life of his own; 

Exercise poise, balance and calmness in 
all your relations with your child; 

Plan two "rest hours" for your child 
every day—one in the forenoon and one 
after the noon meal; 

Remember that a child has a reason for 
everything he does—find out what it is; 

Provide opportunities for normal, con- 
Structive play; homemade toys and 
pleasures are best; 

Try to understand your child's point of 
view rather than expect him to do all the 
understanding of yours. 


Uhe Crying Baby 


Y BABY has times of crying for no 
apparent reason. He holds his breath 
and sometimes gets blue in the face. Is there 
any danger of this causing a rupture? 
These crying spasms frighten me. 
—Mrs. L. K. W. 





If a rupture should occur after pro- 
longed crying, the reason for this must 
have been present before the crying be- 
gan. The type of crying you describe can 
seem most alarming, but you may be sure 
that it will not result in any harm and 
that attention on your part will only make 
the attack last longer. Difficult as it may 
seem, the best way to meet this problem 
is to put the baby in a quiet room by him- 
self and let him cry it out. This kind of 
cry is due to a bad habit and overindul- 
gence. In the worst cases an attack may 
last two hours or even longer, although 
such prolonged crying is rare. The next , 
time it will be over in not more than half 
an hour. Usually the third time will last 
only a few moments, and after that there 
should be no further trouble. 
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$5000 in avada — 


AND A FINE MENU-PLANNING SUGGESTION 
























































MARK YOUR KITCHEN CALENDAR —NOW / 
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For cakes, pies, sundaes, and other 
recipes calling for crushed-up fruit 
use Crushed Hawaiian Pineappie. 


Follow this ‘Regular Service Plan! H will surely give you better meals. 
IT MAY MEAN *1000 To You 


ES—a check for $1,000. Some woman 

is going to receive it. And what’s more 
— 90 other women are going to get checks of 
$25 to $100. 

For what? Simply for serving Canned 
Hawaiian Pineapple according to a plan that 
every woman would be eager to try, anyway. 
A plan that has the enthusiastic endorsement 
of practically every noted domestic science 
editor in the country. A plan that banishes 
menu-monotony, and that assures more at- 
tractive, better-balanced meals. In short, the 
“regular service plan.” 

Sounds interesting, doesn’t it? Well, here’s 
the story: You know how dreadfully easy it 
is to slip into a sort of a rut when it comes to 
preparing meals—how easy to repeat some 
foods too often, and entirely overlook others. 
Well, the ‘regular service plan’? makes it 
every bit as easy to avoid that rut—to keep 
your menus sparkling. 


This Is All You Have to Do 


When you serve a certain food, go to your 
kitchen calendar and mark a pencil ring around 
the date on which that food should be served 
again. See how it works? You have a perfect 
check against serving the same food too often, 
or not serving it often enough. That, in a 
nut shell, is the ‘regular service plan.” And 
what an ideal plan it is to use in connection 
with Canned Hawaiian Pineapple! 

We know, of course, that you already serve 
Hawaiian Pineapple— often. Investigation 


shows that better-class homes use 3 cans or 
more a month. Probably yox serve it even 
more often than that. For where is there any 
other fruit with a wider appeal—with more 
interesting uses? Salads, fruit cocktails, pies, 
cakes, frozen desserts, and dozens of meat 
and vegetable dishes! Why, cookbooks are 
fairly packed with Pineapple recipes. And 
we don’t need to tell you how healthful Pine- 
apple is — how it fits any menu regardless of 
season —and how genuinely economical, espe- 
cially at today’s low prices. In fact, Hawai- 
ian Pineapple has such a wonderful list of ad- 
vantages that certainly you don’t want to be 
long without it. 


Why 5,000 in Awards! 

And that’s precisely why we’ re suggesting 
you serve Pineapple according to this *«regular 
service plan.” We want to help you, and 
other women, get 4// these splendid advan- 
tages— to help you make an evez more efficient 
use of this fine fruit. And just to make the 
*«regular service plan" all the more interest- 
ing, we've set aside $5,000 with which to 
buy the gt best Pineapple service-stories for 
possible publication to millions of other home 
cooks. 

Now there’s no red tape to this offer. You 
don’t have to buy any particular brand of 
Pineapple, or go to any bother. You have 
from now until April 3oth, 1932, to work 
out the most efficient menu-uses on a * ‘regular 


A 


A 


Tidbits are ideal for salads like 
this and for many other dishes 
not requiring full slices. 


service plan’? basis. And there's only three 
things you need to do: 

Right now, plan your Pineapple service 
days in advance by marking a pencil ring 
around the dates on your kitchen calendar — 
not less often than every tenth day — between 
now and April goth. Then, as each of these 
days comes up, just jot down how you served 
Hawaiian Pineapple — whether you used the 
Sliced, Crushed or Tidbits — what other foods 
you served with it—how you used the juice 
or possihle left-over portions —how Pineapple 
helped you meet the day’s menu emergencies. 


Mail Your Report Before April goth 


Finally, before April 3oth, pick out the 
three months which, in your opinion, repre- 
sent the most efficient service, and send us 
your daily service notes of those months, to- 
gether with a letter summing up your expe- 
rience. 

You can keep your notes and make your 
report in any way you like. But if you want 
a handy **Regular Service Diary Pad,” espe- 
cially designed for this purpose, just send us 


awaiian 


PINEAP 












Sliced Hawaiian Pine- 
apple—juet the thing 
to halance a heavy 
meat, and a fine des- 
sert fruit right from 
the can 










FOLLOW 
CERES o RULES 


I, This offer is open to any woman not connected with 
the Pineapple eanning industry and not a professional 
food expert. 

2, Checks will he awarded as follows: 1 check of $1,000; 
15 checks of $100; 25 checks of $50; 50 checks of $25— 
: pig of $5,000, 


Miss ue Bradley, Editer, Cooking Department, Wome 
an's Home Companion 

Miss Sarah Field Splint, Foods & Household Director, 
McCall's Magazine 

Mrs. Mildred. Maddocks Bentley, Director, Delineator 
Home Institute 

4. Awards will be made for the most frequent, attractive 
and practical use of Canned Hawaiian Pineapple (at 
least 3 cans per month) on a **regular service plan." 

5. lt is not necessary to use any particular brand of 
Hawaiian Pineapple hut he sure that all three conven- 
ient forms are included—Sliced, Crushed and Tidbits. 

6. Write on white paper or use the “Regular Service 
Diary Pad,” offered in the coupon below. 

7. 1t is understood that we may publish the 91 Service 
Stories which we purchase. 

8. Mail reports hefore April 3o, 1932, to Recipe Editor, 
Association of Hawaiian Pineapple Canners, 800 Adam 
Grant Building, San Francisco, California. 









































Mail this coupon — today! 









Association of Hawaiian Pineapple Canners, 
807 Adam Grant Building, San Francisco, Calif. 

Please send me, free, your Recipe Book and “Regular 

Service Diary Pad!” 

Name . 

Address 


City 









your name and address, and we'll mail you 
one with our compliments. 'l'he most impor- 
tant thing, though, is to get started with the 


«regular service plan?’ at once. We feel sure 
you're going to find it the most sensible menu 
plan you've ever tried —such a real time-saver 
—such an assurance of better meals— that you 
wouldp't give it up even if there weren't any 
$5,000 cash awards. 







SLICED : CRUSHED - TIDBITS 
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GUARD LITTLE THROATS 


with an antiseptic 


that is SAFE! 


LISTERINE Kills Germs — Yet Is 
Healing To Tissue 
A word to mothers and fathers: 

By all means have yourself and your 
children form the habit of gargling twice a 
day. It’s a wonderful precaution against 
colds and other infections. But make sure 
that the mouth wash you use is safe—that it 
doesn't irritate tissue. 


Listerine Actually Healing 


Harsh mouth washes, aping Listerine, often 
do irritate. They may cause real harm. 
Through the irritation they set up, germs 
more readily attack the body. 

Listerine's entire success is founded on its 
safety and its germicidal power. 

It is non-poisonous, non-irritating. Indeed, 
its effect on tissue is soothing and healing. 
That is why physicians approve it. 


Reduces Mouth Bacteria 9800 


As a germicide, none is swifter in action. 
It kills germs in the fastest time that can be 
accurately recorded scientifically. In the 
mouth, it reduces surface bacteria 98%. And 
maintains reduction for hours. 

Now you can see why Listerine achieved 
such astonishing results in the test outlined 
below. 


Garglers Contract As Many Colds 


Of 102 persons under medical supervision 
for a period of seventy-five days, one-third, 
called “controls,” did not gargle Listerine; one- 
third gargled twice a day; one-third gargled 
five times a day. Note these amazing results: 

The group that gargled twice a day con- 
tracted only half as many colds as those who 
did not gargle at all. The group that gargled 
five times a day contracted one-third as many; 
and in both groups the colds contracted were 
less severe and of shorter duration than in the group 
that did not gargle. 

These scientifically controlled tests, performed on 
average people under average conditions, definitely 
indicate the high value of Listerine in arresting in- 
fection. 

Keep Listerine handy in home and office. Gargle 
with it twice a day at least. It not only guards your 
mouth against infection but keeps your breath beyond 
reproach. Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo. 

















More than 29 DISEASES may enter the 
body through the MOUTH, nose, and throat 


These figures are impressive. So too is the 
statement of one of the world's most dis- 
tinguished physicians “that if mouth in- 
fection could be excluded, the other 
channels by which disease gains entrance 
into the body might almost be ignored.” 
Both clearly indicate the importance of 
keeping the mouth clean at all times, and 
of immediately consulting your physician 
in case of illness. 


Keep Your Mouth Clean * Consult Your Doctor 


Gargle twice a day for colds and sore throat 
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Decorating the Ci rinas Cakes 


By BERNICE DODGE 


ice cream or at afternoon tea dur- 
ing the Christmas holidays offer a 
splendid opportunity to use decorative 
motifs in tune with the season. It requires 
careful, dainty work to produce artistic 
effects, but skill can be achieved so quickly 
that it is very encouraging. With only 
a small expenditure for materials you 
may be assured of successful results by 
following these suggestions as a guide. 
The cup cakes should be made rather 
thin, with no peaks on the top. They are 
then turned upside down and frosted on 
the sides and the bottom of the cake, 
which has now become its smooth flat top. 
Either a boiled frosting or a ‘‘seven- 
minute" frosting may be used for this. 
There will be less difficulty with crumbs 
when this frosting is being applied if round 


Te little cakes which are served with 


A large sheet of firm writing paper serves as 
a pastry tube, 


pieces of oiled paper have been fitted into 
the bottom of the cake pans, cut so as 
exactly to cover the bottom. When these 
are removed from the cakes they leave a 
smooth surface, free from crumbs. 


Avoid Misplacing 


F IT is possible to apply the decorations 

while the frosting is still soft, they will 
be held securely as it hardens; but if the 
frosting has become firm on the surface, 
brush the decorations with raw white of 
egg as you put them in place, using a very 
small water-color brush. Learn to place 
the decorations in the right position at the 
first attempt, for moving or adjusting them 
usually smears the color or leaves marks 
in the frosting. 

Holly leaves are made of citron. Shave 
a thin slice off the outside where it is 
greenest, lay it on a bread board, and cut 
with a sharp-pointed paring knife in the 
shape of jagged holly leaves. For berries, 
use the smallest size of round red cinna- 
mon candies. Candy shops and often 
grocery stores carry these tiny round and 
oval candies in an assortment of colors 
and in silver. 

Mistletoe is made like the holly, with 
citron for leaves and white or silver can- 
dies for berries. The citron Christmas tree 
may be decorated with colored “‘lights,” 
or it may be trimmed very effectively with 
only the silver balls. 

Christmas bells are made of small red 
gumdrops, flattened and pinched into the 
shape of bells, with little yellow candies 
for clappers. The red ribbon bow is made 
ofcolored butter-frosting squeezed through 


a pastry tube or gun. This uncooked frost- 
ing, of white of egg, butter and powdered 
sugar, is much easier to handle for deco- 
rative purposes than a cooked frosting, 
which hardens so quickly. A pastry tube 
which will work satisfactorily for ribbons 
or for the Christmas candles can be made 
from a large sheet of firm writing paper. 
Make a fold in the center of the longer 
side and, using that as the point, roll into 
acornucopia. Fold the top edges in deeply 
enough to hold it securely. With scissors 
clip off the end, leaving a small pointed 
opening. Place a little frosting in this bag, 
fold the top over and squeeze the frosting 
out with a gentle, firm pressure. 

The poinsettia is made of candied 
cherry cut into strips, with yellow sugar 
for the center. The stems are slender bits 
of angelica. The flowerpot is cut out of 
citron, 

Yellow sugar may be made quite easily. 
Use vegetable coloring dissolved in a few 
drops of water, or a bit of the yellow color- 
ing which your grocer sends with oleo- 
margarine. Place a small amount of sugar 
on a piece of writing paper, add a drop of 
coloring, and work it in with your fingers 
until it is evenly distributed. 


Remodel Opera Sticks 


OR candy canes and basket handles use 
red opera sticks. Place these flat on a 
pan and warm them in a hot oven until 
they are just soft enough to bend into the 
desired shapes. These must be watched 
carefully, for they must be caught at ex- 
actly the right moment, when they have 
become soft enough to bend without 
breaking and before they begin to melt 
and flatten out. The basket handles must 
be thrust into the cakes while the frosting 
is still soft. Flowers of bits of candied 
cherry, tiny candies or ornamental frost- 
ing in dainty colors placed on top of the 
cake, give the appearance of a basket of 
flowers. Bows of tulle or of florists’ gauze 
ribbon may be tied on the handles to make 
them appear very festive and finished. 
The Christmas tree which stands up on 
the cake is really only a large green gum- 
drop. Its trunk is a toothpick which has 
been painted with melted chocolate. Stick 
the unpainted end of the toothpick firmly 
into the gumdrop, then brush all over with 


Little baskets, trees 
and canes ate 
all decorative. 


white of egg, and thrust it deep into a 
small glass full of assorted tiny candies. A 
few will stick; do not try to thrust it down 
again, for first results will be most effec- 
tive. In this as in the whole scheme of 
cake decoration, the best results are ob- 
tained with only a small amount of simple 
decoration on each cake. 
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FREE—the recipe SHE USED! — — ; 
together with over 90 other Brer Rabbit recipes. 


Penick & Ford, Ltd., Inc., Dept. LH-12, New Orleans, La. 


Please send me my free copy of “94 Brer Rabbit Goodies.” i 


OB and I'd been married six months 

and this was the first holiday we 

were home together... We had a 
solemn oath from the city editor not to 


disturb us for just one day. (Bob does 
sports and I do fashions for the Record.) 


Our quiet was short-lived. The tele- 
phone rang almost immediately... It 
was Bob's mother . . . Shed come all the 
way from Oregon to “surprise” us... 


Now, I’d never seen Bob’s mother. I 
knew only two things about her: She 
adored her only son, and she considered 
a girl with a "career" a little unnatural. 


I had to make a good impression !— 
And nothing in the house for lunch! I 
dispatched Bob to the store; I mixed up 
some tangy Brer Rabbit gingerbread. I 
thought the gingerbread would impress 
my mother-in-law. 


Later Bob’s mother confided to me 
that she had had her doubts about her 
only son marrying a girl with a career. 
“But, if Robert had only told me you 
could make gingerbread like this, I should 
have felt a lot easier.” 


Goo» old-fashioned ginger- 
bread, made with Brer Rabbit Molasses, 
always makes a fine impression. Failing 








Southern Sbicy Gingerbread 


2eggs - 3{ cup brown sugar + ?( cup 
Brer Rabbit Molasses - 34 cup melted 
shortening - 2'3 cups flour - 2 tsps. 
soda - 2 tsps. ginger - 115 tsps, cinna- 
mon - 12 tsp. cloves - 14 tsp. nutmeg 
+ 14 tsp. baking powder - 1 cup boil- 
ing water. 













* Add beaten eggs to the sugar, 
molasses and melted shortening, then 
add the dry ingredients which have 
been mixed and sifted, and lastly the 
hot water. Bake in small individual 
pans or in a shallow pan in moderate 
oven (3S0? F.) 30 to 40 minutes. 







appetites are revived by its savory good- 
ness, its mellow richness. 


The flavor of Brer Rabbit gingerbread 
is distinctive. For Brer Rabbit is real 
old New Orleans molasses, made from 
the very cream of fresh-crushed sugar 
cane juice... Rich in iron and lime. 


THERE ARE TWO GRADES—Gold Label 
—the highest quality light molasses for 
fancy cookery, delicious on pancakes; 
Green Label—a rich, full-flavored dark 
molasses. It’s a matter of individual 
taste, which you prefer. 


BRER RABBIT 


IN TWO GRADES 
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1 level tablespoonful Knox Sparkling 
Gelatine - 
Yolks of three eggs 
Grated rind of one lemon 
2 tablespoonfuls lemon juice 
24 cup DOLE Crushed Pineapple 
34 cup cold water 
1g cup cream or evaporated milk 
Whites of three eggs 
% cup sugar Few grains salt 


DOLE 


Hawaiian PINEAPPLE 


, PINEAPPLE SOUFFLE (Iltustrated) (6 Servings} 
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Beat yolks of eggs slightly, and add grated rind, 
lemon juice, sugar and salt. Cook in double boiler, 
stirring constantly until mixture thickens. Remove 
from range, end add gelatine (which has sosked in 
cold water about five minutes) and pineapple. 
When mixture begins to thicken, add cream or 
evaporated milk, beaten until stiff, and whites of 
Su beaten until stiff. Turn into a wet mold and 
chill, Remove from mold to serving dish, and 
garnish with quarter slices of DOLE 1 Pineapple 
and cherries. DOLE 1 slices are recommended be- 
eause of their fine appearance in a dessert like this. 















KNOX 


Sparkling GELATINE 


JOIN IN MAKING THIS MOST DELICIOUS DESSERT 


When you know what you start with you know what to 
expect. So expect to delight your taste when you eat this 
Pineapple Souffle, because the recipe calls for Dole Hawaiian 
Pineapple and Knox Sparkling Gelatine . . . two superlatively 
fine foods... happy partners in this new perfection. 

DOLE stamped in the top of the can is your GUARANTEE 
of quality ... 1 or 2 or 3 stamped beneath it is your GUIDE 
to grade. So look at the can top when you buy. 


Wouldn't you like the 
whole romantic story of 
Dole grade-marked pine- 
apple? And 39 delicious 


tifully illustrated booklet 

called "The Kingdom That ADDRESS... ~- 
Grew Out of a Little Boy's Gu? 

Garden", which the cou- 

pon will bring you—free. MY GROCER'S NAME.. 





KNOX GELATINE, 113 Knox Avenue, Johnstown, N. Y. 
Send me the two FREE books, **The Kingdom That Grew Out of 
a Little Boy's Garden" and **KNOX Dainty Desserts and Salads", 


recipes? Tbey areinabeau- NAMES... emm 


KNOX on a package of gelatine lets you know that it is the 
real granulated gelatine . . . pure, sparkling and good... and 
entirely free from sweetening, flavoring and coloring. Thus it 
blends perfectly with other foods and is also more economical. 

More ways of combining Dole Pineapple and Knox Gela- 
tine for delicious desserts...a multitude of ways of using 
them separately are given in the FREE Recipe Books which 


the coupon will bring you. 


Two interesting and help- 
ful Knox Gelatine booklets 
that ougbt to be in every 
modern kitchen library are 
“Dainty Desserts and Sal- 
ads” and“Food Economy”. 
Botb are “mines” of ideas. 
STA TEE z Both come to you free if 
you'll just mail the coupon. 
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Menus for December 


(Continued from Page 64) 


OYSTERS A LA KiNG are delicious and 
always popular. Rinse and look over one 
pint of oysters, put over the fire and sim- 
mer for five minutes, then drain and set 
aside. To the oyster liquid add enough 
milk to make two and a half cupfuls of 
liquid. Cream together three tablespoon- 
fuls each of butter and flour, stir over the 
fire till bubbling, then add the liquid and 
one green pepper shredded, one pimiento 
cut in bits and a small can of mushrooms 
halved, with theirliquor. Simmer over hot 
water; when thick add salt, white pepper 
and paprika to taste and a tiny pinch of 
nutmeg. Simmer till smooth and thick, stir 
in the oysters and heat thoroughly. Serve 
vry hot in patty shells or on toast. 


JELLIED CHICKEN. Prepare a lemon- 
flavored gelatin according to directions; 
cool almost to the point of congealing. 
'Then add one and a half cupfuls of cold 
cooked sliced chicken, half a cupful of 
diced celery, half a cupful of canned pine- 
apple drained and diced, a quarter of a 
cupful of shredded olives, and half a cup- 
ful of chopped nut meats. Turn into a wet 
mold and set aside for twelve to twenty- 
four hours, turn out and garnish with 
pimiento cups filled with nicely made col :- 
slaw to which green peppers finely chopped 
have been added. Serve with whipped- 
cream or mayonnaise dressing and garnish 
with parsley or water cress. 


YULETIDE FRUIT CAKE. Cream three- 
quarters of a cupful of shortening with two 
cupfuls of sugar, adding gradually the 
well-beaten yolks of four eggs. Sift to- 
gether two and a half cupfuls of flour and 
set aside a little of it to use for drecgi-g 
the fruit. To the rest add a quarter of a 
teaspoonful each of grated nutmeg and 
cinnamon, and a pinch of ground cloves. 
Add the flour to the creamed mixture al- 
ternately with one cupful of buttermilk or 
sour milk in which three-quarters of a tea- 
spoonful of soda has been well beaten. 
Dredge with flour one and a half cupfuls 
of chopped seeded raisins, half a cupful of 
chopped nut meats, and a quarter of a 
cupful of citron shredded fine and add to 
the flour mixture. Fold in the stiffly 
beaten whites of the eggs, bake in a large 
round loaf-cake pan, which has been 
greased and well floured, one and a half 
to two hours in a slow oven. 


WassaIL Bowr. Simmer six cloves, 
three pieces of stick cinnamon, a bit of 
dried ginger root and a blade of mace ina 
quart of sweet cider until the latter is well 
flavored with the spices. Strain and pour 
over four well-beaten eggs, simmer in a 
double boiler till slightly thickened, then 
add sugar to taste and the pulp of four 
large fluffy baked apples, pressed through 
a sieve. Serve hot or cold as desired. 


Day-Akter-Christmas Dinner 


Giblet Soup 
( Made from giblets of chicken and goose) 
Coid Sliced Goose Tart Plum Jelly 
Baked Potatoes 
Coleslaw 
Sweet-Cider Pie Cheese 
Coffee Tea Milk 


SWEET-CIDER PIE. Bring one pint of 
sweet cider to boiling, add half a cupful 
of sugar, a quarter of a teaspoonful each 
of cinnamon and nutmeg, and two table- 
spoonfuls of cornstarch mixed to a paste 
with cold water. Simmer till thick, add 
the juice of half a lemon, more sugar if 
necessary, and remove from the fire. Turn 
into a pastry-lined pan and top with strips 
of pastry. Bake quickly and serve cold. 


Of course there must be a party some 
time during Christmas week, and what 
kind of party could be more fitting than 
one for children in their teens. who always 


seem to get genuine fun out of a party? 
Such a party may be a very simple affair, 
with ice cream, cakes and bonbons, and 
plenty of games and sport, or it may in- 
clude sandwiches, stuffed eggs and other 
such good things as are listed in the menu. 


Christmas-Week Party 


Holiday Eggs 
Christmas Sandwiches 
Graham-Banana Sandwiches 
Chocolate Snowballs 
Ice Cream in Individual Forms 
or 
Frozen Custard 
Yuletide Punch 
Candies Nuts Gift Popcorn Balls 


Ho.ipay Ecos. Stuffed eggs are always 
popular, and when they are all dressed up 
in Christmas fashion they will be espe- 
cially jolly. Hard-cook the eggs as usual, 
shell and halve lengthwise. Place the hard- 
cooked whites in the juice from pickled 
beets to take on a cheerful red; meanwhile 
prepare the fillmg. Mash the hard-cooked 
yolks thoroughly, adding a little cream and 
melted butter, salt, pepper and paprika, 
and enough finely chopped parsley to tint 
the mixture a faint green. Drain the egg 
whites thoroughly and pack with the fill- 
ing, mounding it in the center; then place 
a ring of stuffed olives and insert a sprig of 
cress or parsley. 


CHRISTMAS SANDWICHES. Cut bread 
sliced an eighth of an inch thick in rounds. 
and in half the slices cut a circle from the 
center, using a small cutter or thimble. 
Spread the slices with softened butter and 
cream cheese, put them together in pairs, 
the open slices on top; in the cavity place 
a candied cherry and a holly leaf cut from 
a slice of green pepper. 


GRAHAM-BANANA SANDWICHES. Slice 
Graham or whole-wheat bread a quarter 
of an inch thick, trim away the crusts, 
butter lightly, then spread with banana 
pulp made by mashing a ripe banana 
which has been freed from all stringy bits 
with a little lemon juice to keep it white, 
and a very little sugar. Put together 
sandwich fashion, then cut in triangles. 


CHOCOLATE SNOWBALLS. Creama quar- 
ter of a cupful of shortening, add half a 
cupful of sugar, beat the yolks of two 
eggs thick, adding half a cupful of sugar to 
them; then combine the mixtures and beat 
again. Melt three squares of unsweetened 
chocolate over hot water and add to the 
egg, shortening and sugar. Sift and meas- 
ureoneand a half cupfuls of flour, sift again 
with one and a half teaspoonfuls of baking 
powder and a quarter of a teaspoonful of 
cinnamon. Add to the cake mixture alter- 
nately with half a cupful of milk. Fold ia 
the whites of the eggs beaten to a stiff 
froth, beat in well, and bake in tiny muffin 
pans. When finished, ice all over with 
boiled icing; decorate with little silver 
candies to represent stars. 


YULETIDE PUNCH. Mix together two 
quarts of cider and two cupfuls of orange 
juice, half a cupful of lemon juice, one pint 
bottle of maraschino cherries, one cupful 
of canned pineapple juice. Pour over 
cracked ice in a large bowl and add pieces 
of pineapple and banana. Serve in cups or 
glasses. 


GIFT PoPcoRN BALLS. Mix together 
one and a half tablespoonfuls of melted 
butter, two cupfuls of molasses and two- 
thirds of a cupful of sugar; cook without 
stirring till the candy becomes brittle when 
dropped in cold water, then add a tiny 
pinch of soda, pour over four quarts of 
freshly popped corn, stir well, and while 
still warm make into balls, placing a tiny 
gift in each. 


ov can make this Christmas an 
NS nice one for the woman who 
loves her home. Give her a guaranteed 
gift. Yet spend less than you usually do. 


Do your Christmas shopping at a new 
kind of store—a store where every dollar 
buys much more than you expect in 
beauty, style and service — and where 
everything you buy is fully guaranteed. 


The Sears. Roebuck store near you is 
overflowing now with attractive, useful 
gifts for the home and for every friend 
and relative you want to remember. 


Prices are twenty to forty percent lowcr. 
'The most economical system of distri- 
bution yet devised, plus our mighty buy- 
ing power explain why you can get 
such lovely and practical gifts at such 
low prices. 


Go to the Sears’ store near you and see 
for yourself the many gift items now on 
display — all sold at money saving prices 
—Aallsold under money-back guarantees. 
We illustrate here just a few of the 
thousands. 







for the same quality. 


Prosperity TABLETOP Rance, the modern range, buf- 
fet type, full porcelain enameled inside and out, 
heavily insulated oven and latest type heat control. 
The price is at least one-fourth less than others ask 
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Execrarc Crock. No springs. No winding. Just 
plug into light socket and you always have 
exactly the right time. Fully guaranteed. Priced 
44 to ¥ less than comparable clocks elsewhere. 


Heatmaster AUTO- 
matic ELECTRIC iron 
will not burn or scorch. 
The heating element 
is guaranteed for hfe. 
Tt won't burn out. The 
price is one-third less 
than you expect. 


HrATMASTER ELEC- 
TRIC BowL HEATER 
delivers more heat 
because new patented 
element directs con- 
centrated beam. An- 
other amazıng value. 


Commander Dr- 
Luxe Vacuum 
Creaner. Vibra- 
tion, suction and 
sweeping (motor 
driven brush). Of- 
fers features of hn- 
est cleaners at a sav- 
ing of almost onc-half. 












Kenmore DeLuxe 
Evecraic Wasuer has 
larger tub capacity, full 
balloon roll wringer, 
sturdy construction, pol- 
ished aluminum tub 
Cover, triple vanc agita- 
tor, and many other fea- 
tures. Thirty day trial. 
Unconditional guaran- 
tee. Costs one-third less 
than other washers from 
which you would expect 
the same seryice. 


















Snistiias shop 
© SEARS? od, 


SEARS, 


ROEBUCK 


and CO. 
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Tickle-Toes Doll, 
the wonder baby 
doll that looks and 
feels so real, has soft 
rubber arms and 
legs, flirting and 
sleeping eyes, three 
voices that cry and 
tilting head that 
turns in any direc- 
tion. Every little 
girl loves Tickle- 
Toes. The price is 
quite reasonable. 

























All-Steel Chummy Coaster Wagon with new alu- 
minum finished wheels, hard rubber tires an 

enameled in striking colors. Just the thing for the 
lively boy who is “hard on playthings”. You will save 
up to one-fourth by buying all your toys at Sears. 










BE THRIFTY iN suyinc 


SO YOU CAN BE 


GENEROUS in ewine 











Beautiful, all-wool satin-bound two-tone reversible 
Blankets, green on one side, orchid on the other; 
or green and rose, rose and gold, blue and gold, or 
gold and orchid. Size 72” x 84”. Priced so you save 
up to one-fourth, 



















Sun-Warm Auto Heater gives 
you more than enough heat un- 
der any conditions. Quiet motor 
driven fan circulates air heated 
by hot water. Save one-half. 











SEARS, 


Driver Work Shop: the most complete work shop 
ever made to sell at the remarkably low price Sears 
asks. Every bit of this equipment is covered by the 
famous Sears money-back guarantee. Ask for our 
new catalog, “Electrical Power Tools and Shop 
Equipment.” 
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IVE more, but spend less, 
thisChristmas. You can if you 
do your Christmas shopping at the 
Sears store near you where prices 
are twenty to forty percent lower, 


All our fine Christmas merchandise 
is priced so low that you can be 
more generous than usual this year, 
and still save money. 


Sears stores are filled with welcome 
gifts. Yet all are priced at figures 
surprisingly low. 


We buy in huge quantities. We 
distribute through more than 350 
of our own stores and directly by 
wail, "The great avvings are passed 
along to you in the form of lower 
prices. 

Another nice thing about shopping 
at Scars is the guarantee, Every- 
thing we sell will be satisfactory 
or your money back. 


Go to the Sears store near you and 
look over our wide selection of 
guaranteed gifts, 


Kenmore Ironer docs the ironing in 4 the usual 
time. It saves hours of back-breaking work. 
Completely automatic. 30 days trial. Payments 
if desired. You may save as much as $40 on 
this ironer. 












and CO. 
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Ulke Selver Flower 


(Continued from Page 12) 


never seem to feel any shock in passing 
from the days of believing everything to 
those later days of cold criticism. Santa 
Claus is love and the funny fat little man 
just a device for spreading’ it, like the 
Christmas tree and the carols and the 
Christmas baskets and the iron kettles. 

It isn’t the size of the Christmas that 
counts. It isn’t the number of presents. 
One of the happiest Christmases I ever 
had came during a strike, when it was not 
deemed sensible to do any holiday spend- 
ing. I cut tissue paper into squares and 
folded them so as to form a hula-hula 
skirt for a paper doll to hang by my dad's 
mirror. He used an old-time razor and 
liked shaving papers. I made my mother 
a case for her doilies. The cover was made 
of bits of gingham and calico sewed to- 
gether like a patchwork quilt, and I did it 
by hand. I gave Mr. Dockleberry, the 
blind rooster, a handful of corn, and Cleo- 
patra, our romantic cat, a piece of liver I 
got from the butcher. Fuzzie Wuzzie, the 
black spaniel, got a bit of evergreen for 
his collar. I went up to the neighborhood 
mission house and packed baskets for the 
poor. 

It was truly a Christmas of the heart. 
We washed paint and scrubbed floors and 
polished windows and shone the crystals 
on the hanging lamps, put clean papers 
everywhere and starched the curtains. 
That house shone like a bride. We even 
washed the leaves of the begonia plants. 


Morner put out her 
wedding linen with the beautiful creases 
that she had ironed in with such loving 
care, and the big napkins with the scroll 
monograms in the corners. I polished the 
silver spoons with rosebuds in the handles 
with a toothbrush. We had grape juice in 
grandma's tall gold-etched glasses. They 
were very thin and I still remember the 
reflections on the snowy tablecloth. 

The fruit cake had ripened in a covered 
crock for several weeks and now it was 
brought out, to be cut in thin beautiful 
slices. 

From things lying around in the base- 
ment my father made me a sled, painted it 


bright blue and put my name on the bot- 
tom. Oh, wonderful! And it snowed! We 
were all so happy to be together, to be 
warm, to be fed. 

And then in the evening mother lighted 
the big red candle in the window and left 
the shades up. In actual cash our Christ- 
mas cost us just twenty cents, ten cents 
for the tissue paper and ten cents for the 
candle. But considered purely as a heart 
warmer, a million dollars couldn't have 
done more. 


Ix NEARLY all happy 
successful families you will find this touch 
of sentiment. A house with home celebra- 
tions going on in it is like a man with a 
rosebud in his coat lapel. There’s promise 
in it. It’s going somewhere. Birthdays, 
Thanksgiving Days, Christmas Days, New 
Year's Days, all of them are rich material 
for the mother who wants to leave echoes 
of love in the souls of her children. Love 
itself is beautiful, but love that is ex- 
pressed is more beautiful still. 

God did not sit up in His Heaven and 
content himself with loving the world. He 
did something about it. He sent His Son 
and let a woman be a bearer of the gift. 
In these cold days of facts and figures, this 
lovely bit of emotion is still left intact. 
The Christmas spirit defies chemical 
analysis, formule and rationalization, 
thank God. It’s the eternal childhood of 
the world. 

So save the precious little lights, put 
tissue paper round the baubles and treat 
the silver flower with respect. Maybe the 
tiptop ornament in your house is a star or 
a little figure of the Christ child. What- 
ever it is, it is part of your family happi- 
ness, the bright lining to some future 
cloud. 

I am all for happy times at home, for 
holly on the front door, and red paper bells 
in the windows and fathers and mothers 
dragged out of bed in the morning. If the 
children toot horns in your ears and put 
paper hats on your head and weep over 
busted balloons, give ’em a kiss all around 
and go play with the wind-up train your- 
self. It's good for you. It's good for the 
children and it's good for the world! 
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OXYGEN can’t hijack Maxwell House flavor 


Thats why the new VITA- 
FRESH Process is winning new 
friends for this famous coffee 


NCE you have tried your first can of 
Maxwell House packed by the new 
Vita-Fresh method, you will realize why you 
have never been quite sure about your coffee. 
For Maxwell House packed this new sci- 
entific way is always uniform in strength and 
flavor. Because it is strictly fresh, not robbed 
of its precious fragrance and aroma by Oxy- 
gen, you can follow the simple 
directions on the package and 
get a superb cup of coffee every 
time. 

Coffee flavor is highly perish- 
able. Air (Oxygen) robs coffee of 
its strength and flavor. 

Just read these amazing facts es- 
tablished in the laboratories of a 
leading Eastern University: 4 


A PRODUCT OF GENERAL FOODS CORPORATION 





ts 
MAXWELL HOUSE COFFEE 


Good to the Last Drop 


(I) Loose or bag coffee loses 65% of its flavor 
in nine days after roasting 

(2) Coffee in old-fashioned cans loses 45% of 
its flavor in nine days after roasting 


All due to the attack of Oxygen! 


Think of it! Forty-five to sixty-five per cent 
of the flavor gone from nine-day-old coffee. 
Even vacuum packing, a definite improve- 
ment over old-fashioned methods, removes 
only part of the air from the can, leaving 
sealed in enough Oxygen to cause flavor loss 
and deterioration. 

The new Vita-Fresh Process re- 
moves the air so completely that the 
most rigid chemical analysis re- 
veals no trace of Oxygen in the Vita- 
Fresh can after packing. 

Remember—Oxygen is the de- 
stroyer of coffee freshness and 
flavor. The Vita-Fresh Process 
alone gives full protection to coffee 


goodness. Maxwell House and Maxwell 
House only gives you this guarantee of full 
flavor, full value in every pound. 


You'll be thrilled by your 
first taste of roaster-fresb coffee! 


Ask your grocer today for a pound of Max- 
well House Vita-Fresh Coffee. Serve it for 
breakfast tomorrow. Its fragrance and aroma 
will tell you at once when you open the can, 
that here is something different and finer in 
coffee. And when you sip your first cup you'll 
know (probably for the first time in your 
life) how infinitely more delicious really 
fresh coffee is. 


We'll risk a pound to prove it 


After trying Vita-Fresh Maxwell House Coffee, 
if you and your family do not agree that it is the 
finest coffee you have ever tasted—simply return 
the can with unused portion to the grocer from 
whom you bought it and he will gladly return 
the full purchase price. 


© 1931, G. F. Corp. 
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SLEEP TONIGHT 


This Instant, Drugless Way 
Feel Like A New Person Tomorrow 
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Now—An Instant Way To 
Get 8 Hours Sound Sleep 
at Night Entirely Without 
Drugs... Brings Clear-Eyed 
Mornings and Buoyant Days 


INDE can say “good-bye” to sleep- 
less nights . . . banish those heavy-eyed 
mornings! 

For a way has been found to induce instant 
sleep—entirely without drugs. A way that 
brings sleep so naturally that 20,000 phy- 
sicians endorse it. 


It is not a medicine in any sense of the word. 
Tt is as free of drugs as the bread you eat or 
the milk you drink! 


Tt is a delicious food-drink you take at night 
a few minutes before you go to bed. 


You fall asleep almost as soon as your head 
touches the pillow. And sleep 8 hours as 
soundly as a child. 


In the morning you awake completely re- 
freshed in body and mind. Your whole being 
is re-charged with new vitality. 


It Does These 3 Things 


The name of this remarkable product is 
Ovaltine—discovered in Switzerland by a 
scientist of international fame. During the 
World War it was a standard ration for 
invalid, nerve-shattered soldiers. Because 
it does three things no other food-combi- 
nation in the world will do. 


First, it induces sound, restful sleep by a 
natural process. 


Second, it rebuilds worn-out nerve and body 
cells. In addition to other valuable food ele- 
ments, Ovaltine contains in concentrated 
form a natural vital property called “leci- 
thin,” which is the important part of nerve 
and brain tissue. And these special food 
properties rebuild nerve, brain and body 
tissues as you sleep. 


Third, Ovaltine aids digestion. This is due 
to the fact that it contains a high proportion 
of a food element known as diastase—an 
element which has the power to digest the 
starch content of other foods in your stom- 
ach, Thus lifting a great burden from your 
digestive organs. 

Also, by stimulating and aiding digestive 
processes, Ovaltine tends to draw blood 

























away from the head. And helps reduce the 
congestion that is present in brain capillaries 
when a person lies awake at night thinking 
and worrying instead of sleeping. 
Thus, a state of mental calm is induced. 
And normal sleep follows quickly. 









Start Tonight 


So try Ovaltine tonight. See how quickly 
your nerves relax — how naturally and nor- 
mally you fall asleep. 


In the morning, you'll feel like a new person. 
Fresh —alert —clear-eyed. 


Your whole appearance will reflect the result 
of the on sleep you've had. And a few 
weeks’ use of Ovaltine will show an ex- 
tremely gratifying health-result. A health- 
result manifested by steadier nerves— 
stronger digestion—and buoyant energy 
that increases day by day. 


"Phone your druggist or grocer for a tin of 
Ovaltine today. You'll be amazed at what it 
does for you. 

(Note) Thousands of nervous people, men and women, 
are using Ovaltine to restore vitality when fatigued, It 
is also widely recommended by physicians for nervous, 


underweight children, nursing mothers, convalescents 
aud the aged. 


MAIL FOR 3-DAY SUPPLY 


(if Unable to Obtain Locally) 

























THE WANDER CoMPANY, Dept. H-37 s 
180 North Michigan Ave., 

Chicago, Ill m 

I enciose 10c to cover cost of packing and mail- 
ing Send me your test package of Ovaltıne. 








Name... Geer er et a. eee 
(Print name and address clearly) 








OVALTINE 


The Swiss Food -Drinko 


Manufactured under license in U. S, A. according to 
original Swiss formula 
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INTERIOR DECORATION 


PRIMER OF INTERIOR DECORATION. Forty-eight 
pages, sixty-six illustrations. America’s leading 
decorators explain every step in home decora- 
tion. Price, 25 cents, 

USING COLOR IN DECORATION. By Lois Palmer. 
Tells you what colors look best with light from 
north, east, south or west, and how to use them 
to the best advantage Illustrated. Price, 20 
cents. 

Suip-CoveR MakiNc. By Lewis R. Hastings. 
Shows every step in the making of a slip cover. 
Tells how to measure, seam and trim. [llus- 
trated. Price, 5 cents. 

For Your WINpowsS—GLass CURTAINS AND 
HANGINGS. By Lots Palmer. Price, 5 cents. 

PERIOD FURNITURE FOR MODERN Homes. By Lois 
Palmer. Price, 5 cents. 

THE SELECTION AND ARRANGEMENT OF FURNI- 
TURE. By Lois Palmer. Price, 5 cents. 

TucK-A-BED. By Katharine R. P. Taylor. Gives 
full mstructions, with diagrams, for making all 
kinds of bed covers. Price, 2 cents. 

Coton For NORTH Rooms. By M. Rea Paul. Tells 
what colors to use. Price, 2 cents. 

CoLoR For East Rooms. By Mary L. Hull. 
Price, 2 cents. 

REFINISHING OLD FURNITURE. By 
Dorsey. Illustrated. Very practi 
cents. 

$750 FURNISHING BUDGETS. Price, 2 cents. 

$1000 FURNISHING BUDGETS. Price, 2 cents. 


HOMEMAKING 


The Lapigs’ Home JOURNAL Clearing House 
of Consumer Information offers the following How 
to Buy Leaflets: 200—Refrigerators. 205— Warm- 
Air Heating Plants, 207—The Principles of Light- 
ing the Home. 213—Eggs. 217—Safety Matchcs 
220 —Butter. 221—American Cheese. —Fresh 
Beef and Veal. 223— Personal Stationery. 221— 
Potatoes. 225—Canned Foods. 226—Hand Beat- 
ers for the Kitchen. 227 — Pillows. 228— Christmas- 
Tree Lighting Outfits 229—Oriental Rugs. 230— 
Furs. 231—Citrus Fruits. 232—Furniture. 233— 
Mirrors. 234— Wall Paper. 235—Scissors and 
Shears. 236—Oil Burners. 237— Onions. 238— 
Mattresses. 239—Carpets. 240—Melons. 241— 
Green Vegetables. 242—Room Heaters. 243— 
Metal Fasteners and Buttons. Price, 2 cents each 
THE EFFICIENT KITCHEN. New illustrated edition 

with full list of equipment. Price, 5 cents. 


THE VITAMIN PRIMER. By Sybil L. Smith. Price, 2 
cents. 
ARCHITECTURE 


JOURNAL HousE-PATTERN CATALOGUE, containing 
pictures and floor plans of houses for which there 
are available, at one dollar per house, building 
plans and specifications, and cardboard cut-out 
models. The catalogue, in a loose-leaf cover, sells 
for 15 cents. 

House-PATTERN LEAFLET. Showing 22 Garden 
Homes. Price, 2 cents. 

JOURNAL Houses (completely revised). Pages of 
designs and small plans. Price, 25 cents. 


GARDENING 


ANNUAL GARDENING. By F. F. Rockwell, Price, 5 
cents. 

PERENNIAL GARDENING. Hy F. F. Rockwell. Price, 
5 cents. 

Rock GARDENS AND Rock GARDENING. By F. F. 
Rockwell, Price, 5 cents. 

PLANNING Your GROUNDS. By Alfred C. Hoites 
Price, 5 cents. 

GARDEN FERTILIZERS. By Dr H B. Siems. Price, 
5 cents. 

Lawn Maxine. By F F. Rockwell. Price, 5 cents. 

Roses AND RosE GARDENS. By J. H. Nicolas. 
Price, 5 cents. 

DurcH BULB GARDENING. 
Price, 5 cents. 

WATER GARDENING. By Alex Laure. 
cents. 

SUMMER-FLOWERING Bubss. By F. F. Rockwell. 
Price, 5 cents. 

House PLANTS. By Alex Laurie. Price, 5 cents. 

Tue SMALL GARDEN GREENHOUSE. By F. F. Rock- 
uell Price, 5 cents. 

TLOWER GARDENER’S SPRAYING CHART. By Louise 
Bush-Brown Price, 2 cents. 


BEAUTY 


SIMPLE CARE FoR LOVELY SKIN. The correct care 
of the complexion. Price, 2 cents. 

Your HAIR CAN BE BEAUTIFUL. Advice on the care 
of the hair. Price, 2 cents. 

Lovety HANDS, COMFORTABLE FEET. Price, 2 
cents. 

Tue Deras oF BEAUTY. Details of make-up, 
superfluous hair, bathing, and so on. Price, 2 
cents. 

Ficures. Exercises for reducing, correcting and 
developing figures. Price, 2 cents. 


CHILD CARE 


PRENATAL LETTERS. By Dr. S. Josephine Baker. A 
booklet containing nine letters addressed to 
expectant mothers, with timely advice as to 


eam Muir 
Price, 2 


By F. F Rockwell. 
Price, 5 
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health, clothing and necessary preparation. 
Pnice, 25 cents. 

POSTNATAL LETTERS. By Dr. S. Josephine Baker. 
A booklet containing six letters addressed to new 
mothers, with timely advice on the care of the 
baby during its frst twelve months, and ten sup- 
plementary chapters dealing with the special 
care of the baby during the same period. Price, 
25 cents. 

LAYETTE. (Including pattern.) Price, 35 cents. 
The following leaflets, also by Dr. S Josephine 

Baker, included in Postnatal Letters, may be had 

separately: 


Weight and Growth : rae 

First Aid and the Family Medicine Chest . 

The Nursery. . . B 

Good-Habit Training 

Sun Baths. . . B : T 

The Tceth and Their Care . 

Bathing the Baby. . re 

The Child Who Will Not Eat š 

Signs of a Healthy Child. . . 2... ... 

Formulz for Infant Feeding and Diets for the 
Pre-School Child x v MO EU 


FASHIONS 


How To CHoosE CHARMING AND CORRECT DRESS. 
By Amos Parrish. Price, 2 cents. 

DRESSING FOR SLIMMER LINES. You can diet, 
exercise or dress yourself slim. This booklet 
will help you select your clothes wisely. Price, 
2 cents. 

HINTS FOR THE DRESSMAKER. By Rose A Baird. 
Details of plain sewing, professional finishes and 
the making of coats clearly described with illus- 
trations; also molding the dress form to your 
own personal measurements. Price, 25 cents. 

THE New BRIoe's Book. Complete information 
for the wedding. Price, 5 cents. 

Smart THINGS TO Make WITH Woot AND 
Worstep. Directions for making sweaters for 
all ages; toys and novelties. Price, 25 cents. 


ENTERTAINMENT 


THREE LAST-MINUTE HALLOWEEN PARTIES. Price, 
2 cents, 

HANDMADE CHRISTMAS CARDS. With several very 
lovely and unusual designs, and clear directions 
for three processes for making your own Christ- 
mas cards. Price, 2 cents. 

FALL AND WINTER PARTIES Luncheon, bridge 
and other informal affairs. Price, 2 cents, 


Corp First Courses. Price, 2 cents. 

NEw WRAPPINGS FOR GIFTS AND PRIZES. Price, 2 
cents. 

CHEERFUL BREAKFAST TABLES. Designs and di- 
rections for breakfast-tray and breakfast-table 
linens. Price, 2 cents. 

KITCHENETTE PARTY MENUS. Containing a dozen 
recipes for informal meals and parties. Price, 2 
cents. 

WHAT Sort oF Party SHALL I Give? By Emily 
Post. The etiquette of entertaining. Price, 10 
cents. 

PARTY REFRESHMENTS MEN ENJOY. Menus and 
recipes sure to please all your guests. Price, 2 
cents. 

LAST-MINUTE BRIDGE REFRESHMENTS. New and 
luscious recipes for that spur-of-the-moment 
party. Price, 2 cents. 

THE HOLIDAYS ON Your CALENDAR, Price, 5 cents, 

NOVEL ANNOUNCEMENTS AND SHOWERS FOR THE 
ENGAGED GIRL. Price, 2 cents. 

LAST- MINUTE GIFTS AND PRIZES. A dozen or more 
attractive suggestions for gifts to be made at 
home with httle expense and trouble. Price, 2 
cents. 

AFTERNOON-TEA ACCESSORIES. Delicious recipes 
not only for tea but for afternoon or evening 
bridge parties. Price, 2 cents. 

FOREIGN MENUS. New dishes for unusual enter- 
taimng. Price, 2 cents. 


THE SUB-DEB 


For a list of booklets prepared especially for the 
Sub-Deb, see page 95. 


MISCELLANEOUS 


How TO APPLY FOR A JoB. By Catherine Oglesby. 
The do's and don'ts of applying for your first or 
any brand-new job. Price, 2 cents. 

WOoMEN IN Business. By Doris Fleischmann. The 
fields that areopen to women at the present time. 
Price, 2 cents. 

GoLF SECRETS. By Alex Morrison. What every 
golfer should know. Price, 2 cents. 

LoosE-LEAF BINDER. Made of dark blue strong 
cloth, and lettered in gold- Holds the JoURNAL 
Reference Library booklets. Price, 25 cents. 


CENTS 


annann nnn 


For the above, address Service Bureau, LADIES’ 


Home JouRNAL, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 


PATTERNS 


Authentic Paris Patterns may be obtained from 
stores, or by mail, postage prepaid, from Authentic 
Paris Patterns Bureau, 261 Fifth Avenue, New 
York City. Dresses and coats, 75 cents; ensembles 
and evening dresses, one dollar. 

LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL Patterns may be ob- 
tained by mail, postage prepaid, from the JOURNAL 
Fashion Bureav, 261 Fifth Avenue, New York 
City. Price, 15 cents each. 
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u get TWICE AS MUCH 


... and tts all cooked... ready lo eat 


OU don't pay for skin. You don’t pay 

for bone. And you don’t pay for extra 
fat... when you buy ham pressure cooked 
the Flavor-Sealed way. 


Every bite that comes out of the Hormel 
container is marvelously tender, good-to-eat 
HAM. No waste . . . no cooking shrinkage. 


But ham does shrink when you cook it. 
That nice smell that wanders through the 
house is literally FLAVOR . . . flavor going 
up in steam! (Look at the chart again—did 
you realize that a fourth of the average ham 
shrinks away in cooking!) 


Hormel puts a prime, grain-fed, delicately- 
cured ham in a sealed container and cooks 


NEW SIZE:— This is 
the new small-family 
size Flavor-Sealed 
Ham. Note distinctive 
shape of the flat-sided 
container—exclusive 
with Hormel. Weights 
— 916 pounds and 
under. 





it under high pressure. The odor and flavor, 
instead of going out, are COOKED in... 
to make the meat sweeter, more tender! 


Slice cold Hormel Ham and watch sand- 
wiches disappear! Broil or fry it . . . takes 
only a minute. Brown it in the oven with a 
crisp, spicy sugar-and-cloves crust in 
TWENTY MINUTES FLAT! 

There are sizes for two, sizes for picnics 
... quarter, half, and whole hams! And 
you'll find exciting ways to serve them in 
*Five Minute Cookery", the free booklet 
we're waiting to mail you. Won't you send 
forit... TODAY! 


GEO,A.HORMEL & COMPANY 
AUSTIN, MINNESOTA 


EATABLE HAM z every pound you buy 





‘| ruis O POUND 


“Flower-Koaled 
HAM 






EQUALS 
this 114 pound 
RAW HAM 


(necuraa smoro} 










A comparison between raw ham that you 
cook and HORMEL , ;- ; HAM 


| SURPLUS FAT 


alsa unealable skin and sinews 





RAW 
HAM 


(arenan senta] 
















BONE 








COOKING SHRINKAGE 














JUICE on Container 


TOTAL UNEATABLE, 
EATABLE MEAT | 45*z 










9% 
917 




















In each case you have ham cooked ready to serve 
cold . or to bake or prepare in any way you wish 






(Above) This chart is the result of actual tests of more than a million pounds 
of ham. It shows why it costs you no more to get the delicious added flavor 
and convenience of Hormel Flavor-Sealed Ham. 

















Flavor-Sealed Ham in 

three sizes—whole, half or 

quarter hams— weights 

Írom 114 pounds up to 12 
pounds. 


Austin, Minnesota 


Name. 


Flavor-Sealed Chicken 
in two sizes—a whole 
chicken or a half, in deli- 
cious gelatin jelly, cooked 
ready to serve. 


Also, Flavor-Sealed Chicken à la King with 


GEO. A. HORMEL & COMPANY 


New: A Double-Strength 

Chicken Broth, Flavor- 

Sealed, delicious. If you cannot 

tell the amazing difference, 
your money back. 


resh mushrooms. 


LHS 12-24 


Please send my free copy of “5-Minute Cookery” 





Street 








City 








FOR BABY 


Clothes and other articles for hahy must he very 
honestly made to stand long wear and washing— 
and not to chafe the haby’s delicate skin. Here are 
a few highly recommended articles of Pepperell 
fabrics, on sale hy good stores in your city. 


@Rubberized Pants. Tbisnecessary 
garment 1s comfortable in this five- 
button, blue or pink trimmed model 
of rubberized Pepperell Fabric. 
Made by Climax Rubber Company, 
1270 Broadway, New York City. 




















@ Rubberized Crib 
Sheets. Soft, sure, and 
long-wearing because 
they are made of Pep- 
perell Fabric, rubberized by a special process by Árcber Rubber 
Company, Milford, Massacbusetts. 


€ Rubberized Mattress Covers. 
For crib or bassinet, made of rubber- 
ized Pepperell Fabric in flesh and 
white with matching rubberized 
binding and adjustable tie strings. 
Made by Climax Rubber Company, 
1270 Broadway, New York City. 


9 Baby Pepperell 
Diapers. Made of a 
special Pepperell dia. 
per fabric, absorbent, 
long-wearing, packed 
in a sanitary box. 


@ Baby Pepperell Crib 
Blankets and Sheets. Cun- 
ning designs by Tony Sarg and 
others and the fluffy Crisptex 
finish bave made these blankets 
the favorite of mothers every 
where. The sbeets are the same 
fine quality as otber Pepperell 
sbeets. 
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you and your Laundryman 

| i went shopping together 
N 

“Look for the 
Pepperell Label 
on cotton goods,” 


he would say, 


“it means” 


THIS CLOTH HAS 
EXTRA VALUE* 


LAunNDRIES get the blame for many things which are not their fault. Some people 
think they use strong and destructive acids, but they do not. Nothing used by any 





good laundry in your city can injure cotton goods that are honestly woven and dyed. 
Your laundryman smiles when he sees the famous Pepperell label on articles from your 
home, because they always wash well. He knows that the word Pepperell marks nearly 
every thrifty cotton article you can buy. Pepperell makes sheets, bedspreads, blankets, 
smart prints for your morning frocks, fine broadcloth for men’s shirts, shorts and paja- 
mas, strong jeans for play suits—these and dozens of other useful articles made of 
Pepperell fabrics are guaranteed. Money back if not satisfied. You are sure of extra value. 


FOUR SHEETS FOR FOUR PURPOSES—EACH AN EXTRA VALUE 


®PEPPERELL “REGULAR” ®PEPPERELL FINE COUNT 


The standard sheet for general utility purposes. Made of pure, 
strong cotton with no “hack filling” that would wash out. 
Now selling in good stores from $1 to $1.25. Seven lovely 
pastel colors for slightly more. 

® LADY PEPPERELL 

The famous sheet made with 4 extra threads to the inch, for 
long wear. Heavier and closer woven than the Pepperell 
“Regular”. This is a real hargain at $1.40 to $1.75. Seven 
lovely pastel colors for slightly more. 


The aristocrat of medium priced sheets. Smooth, firm and 
lustrous on the bed, and light to handle in the laundry. Price 
only $1.60 to $2 in good stores—this is your chance to stock 
up for your lifetime. 

e PEPPERELL PEERESS 

The finest cotton sheet made. Selected long-staple cotton is 
closely woven to produce its luxurious softness, snowy white- 
ness and long life in the laundry. Remarkahle value now at 
$3 to $3.50 in the best stores. 


NOTE—These are average prices for double-bed sizes in regular to extra lengths. 


* THIS FREE BOOK, "Spend and Grow Rich,” Tells How 
to Get Extra Value Whenever You Buy Cottons 


Do you want to dress better, but spend less money? Sign the coupon below for 
your free copy of the new Pepperell Cotton Book. This book will come by return 
mail. It tells you how to know good cettons in the stores—how to test before you 
buy. Cotton articles that look good in the stores, but that fade, shrink and other- 
wise fail to stand hard wear and washing are the ones that waste your money. 
The free book protects you. Sign this coupon—you will be glad you did. 


PEPPERELL | 


THE PEPPERELL TRADE MARK AND GUARANTEE ARF YOUR PROTECTION 


GUARANTEE: Go into your retail store and huy any sheet or other article 
hearing this Pepperell mark. Take it home and examine it at once. If you are not 
entirely satisfied with what you have hought, send it to us with the sales slip, and 
we will refund you the full purchase price. Pepperell Manufacturing Company. 











x Pepperell Manufacturing Company 
166 State Street, Boston, Mass, 




















Send me, free, your new, illustrated book **Spend—and 
Grow Rich”, whicb tells how to test cotton goods and save 
money when | buy. 
Name — 
| Street — 
City. State— 
| My favorite store is 
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Christmas k i Can Make 


New and Old-Fashioned Needlework Will Prove Welcome Presents 


HERE is magic in the 

gift that you have made 

yourself. Your thought 
and care increase its value a 
hundredfold. All the sugges- 
tions on this page are shown 
through the courtesy of John 
Wanamaker, 

Materials and the working 
directions may be obtained 
for all of them. If you would 
like further information about 
them, write to the Needlework 
Editor, Service Bureau, Ladies’ 
Home Journal, Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania. 


N 


These encha nimals would delight the hearts of all schoolgirls. 

The frog who would a wooing go dressed up in green and peach velvet; 

the Calico Cat with her wide grin; the scholarly Gingham Dog with 

his red necktie; the kitten with her bushy tail and her friend, the pup; 
and the big black Scottie. 


Above—The hooked rug is one of the 
earliest American designs, done in 
blocks of dull colors. The hooked 
chair seat has a flower motif done in 
colors to match the rug. An old- 
fashioned peasant scene in brilliant 
colors is worked in cross-stitch on 
natural-colored linen crash mounted 
on a maple footstool. The silhou- 
ettes are cross-stitched in black. 


At left—The charming appliquéd 
quilt combines large blocks of yellow 
and white and is bound in red chintz. ly Sing, led 
Each white block has a big basket of 3A ee Copy of « 
blue chintz, filled with red and yel- £ Sewing 

low flowers of figured chintz. The 
pillow matches it. The fifty-inch 
cloth at the bottom of the illustration 
has a wide border of heavy embroid- 

ery in many colors. 
The other cloth, bridge-table size, 
with its matching napkins, is of we, è 
Russian origin, in cross-stitch in VAS ES ie j jj 
green, orange, red and blue. TENN 


NOTOS. ES GARNER j ww 
dili i commen Copyright U. S. A. 1931, by The Singer Mig. 
Co. All rights reserved for all countries 
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SELF STARTER 


FOR INSTANT STARTS 


Battery weakened bu lang -drawn-out wet gas starts 


Dry gas vaporizes completely because it is 


It’s hard to start your car with 
wet gas because wet gas vaporizes 
only in part. It fails to fire quickly 
or surely in the cylinders. The 


result is stalling and slow starts 


and starts instantly. Battery-drain 
is reduced to a minimum. 

Texaco-Ethyl does this because 
it goes into the cylinders an even 
dry mixture of gasoline and air— 


properly refined. Wet gas vaporizes only in part. 
Wet gas carries an uneven spray of raw wet 
gasoline which chokes some cylinders at the 
expense of others, causes crankcase dilution and 
wasted power. Dry gas goes through the mani- 
fold evenly. It hurns completely, delivering all 


which wear down the battery until all vapor—which takes the spark 


it can no longer turn the engine and burns completely, yielding up 


over. The need for "pushing every ounce of its power. 


its power into every cylinder. 





—and for perfect lubrication, use 
"CRACK-PROOF" 





starts" can nearly always be traced 


to the use of wet gas. 


Dry Texaco-Ethyl fires evenly 


Drive in for a tankful—at the 
silver Texaco pump. Use dry 


Texaco-Ethyl regularly. 


THE TEXAS COMPANY « Texaco Petroleum Products 


DRY 


C + COMPOUND ™ 


©1931, The Texas Company 


- DRY 


THERE IS NO BETTER GASOLINE 
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Effortless 


ARAGE doors have become as much 

a part of the average home as chim- 

neys or baby carriages. But garage 

doors have been disgraceful-looking things 

for some time. Really, they have been just 

adaptations from the regulation old barn 

doors. They have swung in and out on 

sagging hinges until finally industry took 
a hand. 

Besides the more beautiful designs in 
garage doors now available, they are being 
hung in surprising ways. Some of them 
slide back out of the way, and some of 
them fold vertically into ribbonlike por- 
tions. But the latest additions to garage- 
door architecture and management are 
along the line of automatic raising to 
heights convenient. 

In various fashions they elevate them- 
selves to let the car pass below. Some 
types need just a slight push to start them 
aloft, or the turning of a key in a switch 
will set a small electric motor at the job. 
Another kind of garage door just opens 
itself when the approaching wheels of the 
car press down on a tread close to the 
garage entrance. 

Regardless of the type of door that ap- 
peals—for one surely will—it is a relief to 
get away from the sagging sloppiness of 
ill-hung swing doors, and the inconven- 
ience they often put us to in this age of 
superconvenience. —J.H. H. 


Con tro / 


Iz IS to experience complete satisfaction 
with household equipment of an auto- 
matic nature if one has complete control 
of the automatic features. For instance, a 
modern heating plant has automatic con- 
trol which increases or reduces the fuel 
being used according to the temperature 
requirements in the house. Once set at 
70° F., for instance, the temperature will 
stay about that. 

Supposing, however, you wanted one 
room 60° and another 80°. Not having 
complete control of the automatic features, 
this would be awkward. To make this de- 
sired flexibility a reality, there is now avail- 
able an automatic radiator control which 
neatly does the trick. It gives us com- 
plete control of an automatic appliance. 

The little gadget takes the place of the 
usual handle or wheel on the radiator 
valve. It operates in relation to outdoor 
temperatures and an automatic thermostat 
opens or closes an orifice through which 
the steam or vapor enters the radiator. 
This new automatic radiator control is 
applicable to two-pipe steam, vapor or 
vacuum heating systems, new or old. 


Heaters 


UTOMATIC water heaters are of two 
types—instantaneous heaters, where 
water is heated as drawn, and storage 
heaters, where a burner heats a tank full 
of water up to a definite temperature and 
then keeps it constant at this temperature. 
In determining the size of an automatic 
storage water heater needed, a good rule 
to follow, for ordinary residential pur- 
poses, is to figure on twenty-gallon ca- 
pacity for the home with one bathroom, 
and ten additional gallons for each bath or 
shower above that. 

When possible a storage heater should 
be carefully sized according to its heat in- 
put as well as its gallon capacity. Some 
heaters are designed with large burners, 
and therefore the cold water which enters 
when the warm is drawn off recovers its 
high degree of temperature faster than 
when the burners are smaller and the heat 
input consequently low. 


A reliable salesman will explain these 
differences to you, and the various ad- 
vantages, according to demand, size of 
house, family. and so on. A household that 
has a heavy rush on the hot water at short 
intervals will, of course, require a heater 
that hasa rapid heat recovery, whereas the 
family that uses hot water more or less 
steadily, but not in unusual quantities, can 
use a heater that is slower in heating the 
new supply of water. 

It is logical, therefore, to set down the 
hourly hot-water requirements of a home 
on its busiest day and to use the total 
amount as a guide in choosing a heater, in 
connection with the burner size as related 
to gallon capacity. 

The following list of the amount of 
water used for various needs is more or less 
average, based ona family of four—two of 
them children: 


GALLONS 


12 
5 


One morning bath . . a 
Breakfast, dishes, and the like. s 
Laundry . . 5 i- eld: 
Baby's bath 5 
Cleaning x 10 
Luncheon dishes 

Miscellaneous uses "E ius 
Dinner preparation and dishes 10 
Bath .. s: ven NS < 15 
Evening toilette k oe T 


Total . zs E 85 


A twenty-gallon storage water heater 
with a fairly rapid rate of heat recovery 
would be suitable for this family's hot- 
water needs. 

The automatic storage heater, then, if 
properly chosen, answers a steady need for 
hot water necessary to everyday living. 
There should never be any wait for hot 
water or need for conserving it for a seem- 
ingly more important use. 

This type of heater consists of a gas- 
operated boiler containing from twenty 
gallons of water upward at one time, ac- 
cording to the size selected. It should re- 
quire no attention from morning to night, 
or even from day to day. When the heater 
is installed the pilot is lighted, and from 
then on burns continuously, serving as a 
means of automatically lighting the gas 
supply. When the water in the boiler is hot 
the supply of gas to the burner is auto- 
matically cut off and only the pilot re- 
mains on, ready for its next call. 

The principle on which this heater 
works is really quite simple. The auto- 
matic storage heater has its own boiler 
always filled with hot water. When a sup- 
ply is drawn off for use somewhere in the 
house, cold water immediately enters the 
tank to replace that withdrawn. And as 
the cold water enters the boiler a thermo- 
stat begins to operate which turns the gas 
burner on full until the water has reached 
the temperature required. This tempera- 
ture is one that has been decided upon at 
the time of installation. 

A water heater of this type is so thor- 
oughly insulated that there is practically 
no loss of heat throughout the tank during 
long periods of storage, such as during the 
night or over a week-end holiday. 

An interest in the operating cost of an 
automatic storage gas water heater is 
quite natural, in view of careful choosing 
for size so that extravagance might be 
avoided. A positive figure, however, is im- 
possible. From two to four cents per day 
per person in the family is an average. 

When water heaters can be flue con- 
nected it is certainly the best practice, for 
it keeps the room in which the heater is 
installed cooler in the summer and serves 
to carry off flue products in the winter, 
when they might otherwise condense on 
the windows. 

It is necessary that an automatic storage 
water heater using a large heat input be 
flue connected, unless it is equipped with 
an automatic safety burner. —M. H. 
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LIKE DIRTY FINGERNAILS 


(6) omestic J fad 
MAKE WOMEN SELF-CONSCIOUS 


as 


A photographic representotion of inferiority complex coused by Domestic Hands 
interpreted by Antoan Bruehl 


Hands that are chapped and rough and 
red with exposure and work speak 
volumes to the quick appraising eye. 


No woman can hide them. No woman 
who has them can help feeling self- 
conscious, miserable in the presence 
of others whose approval she values, 


Domestic Hands people callthem. But 
they are really neglected hands. 


Why submit to such humiliation when 
it is so unnecessary? With just a little 
care it is so easy to have hands as soft, 
white, and lovely, as a queen's. 


cA Special Hand Lotion that 
Makes Domestic Hands Impossible 


It is easy to avoid the embarrassment of 
Domestic Hands. To keep your hands 
always young and beautiful just smooth 


Invitation 


WHAT YOU GET 
Hinds Cleansing Cream. 


normal size . 


Hinds Texture Cream. 
rapidly, giving skin the smooth, dewy texture of youth 


Total Value 
YOURS FOR. 
Offer good only until December 37, 1931. To get these remarkable new Hinds 


produets (at little more than one-third regular price) print name and address on the 
front cover of your Hinds Honey & Almond Cream carton today and mail with 


god to: A. 8. Hinds Company, Bloomfield, N. J. 
This offer not good in Canada 





To users of Hinds Honey & Almond Cream. We will 
send you Hinds 3 new heauty aids $1.40 value for so¢ 


A silky, fragrant cream that liquefies 2 to 7 
times faster than ordinary creams. Removes all dust, dirt and makeup 4of 


Hinds Toning Cleanser. A new-type liquid cleanser that refines skin 
texture. Dissolves out pore-residue, thus allows pores to shrink to 


A greascless skin softener which is absorbed 


Hinds Honey and Almond Cream 
into them two or three times a day. 


You see the improvement almost at 
once. Even hands that have suffered 
cruelly from neglect respond to this safe, 
sure treatment — become soft, supple 
and lovely — almost as if by magic. 


Don't expect these results from the 
use of imitations, many of which 
simulate Hinds texture by the use of 
gummy thickening agents that do not 
benefit the skin. Some contain alcohol 
in amounts that actually dry out the 
skin. "Just as goods" may prove to 
be positively harmful— play safe by 
always insisting on the original. 

We will gladly send you a generous 
sample, free. Just write the A. S. Hinds 
Co., Dept. B-11, Bloomfield, N. J. 


Retail Value 


4% 
$1.40 
50 





© 1931, Lehn & Fink, Inc. 
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Oe B ae oms — -= 
Inexpensively Diane x 


RUSSELL FUDGE, Architect 


















No. z. Alcove washable paper from W. H. 
S. Lloyd Co., 48 West Forty-eighth Street, 
New York City. No. H-26CH-15. Colors 
blue-green, yellow-green, rust and white. 
Walls soft yellow-green. Floor rust-colored 
tiles. Blue-green chintz on dressing table. 
White curtains and white fixtures. Lava- 
tory, Closet and Tub total cost $179.45, as 
made by America’s best manufacturers of 
plumbing fixtures. Write Architectural Edi- 
tor for further particulars. 





Bathroom No. 1 











Sketches by Effa Brown 


No. 3, below, showing four side-wall 
elevations, has deep tan tiles, corn- 
yellow walls, baseboard and towel racks 
are black, and curtain and towels with 
yellow borders. The white plumbing 
fixtures can be bought for $781.46. 
Additional information about these 
bathrooms is available by writing to 
Architectural Editor. 


Bathroom No. 3 




















No. 4, at left, is papered with a modern paper 
of gray-and-white fish on a powder-blue 
background. Floor border is of deep blue 
tiles, with variegated blue and green in cen- 
ter. Window curtains snowy white voile and 
Venetian blinds are powder blue. Bath mat, 
has wavy border of blue and green. Bottles 
have blue stoppers. Plumbing fixtures come 
to $179.45. The cost of a modern, attractive 
bathroom need not be excessive. Color is 
abundant in decorations. 


Color scheme at right is black, white and 
blue, with bits of gold. White walls with 
black-blue-and-gold paper border around 
‘window and door frames. Window curtains 
and towels are light blue. Floor is black and 
white tiles. Laundry hamper is tin enam- 
eled black with white decoration and dull-gold 
striping. Rug and woodwork creamy white. 
Design in rug is black, blue and white. The 
fixtures total $181.46. Write to Architec- 
tural Editor for more details. 






























Bathroom No. 2 


No. 2. Shower bathroom off guest room with 
lavatory in bedroom. Bedroom paper Chinese 
design of red on ivory ground. Woodwork lac- 
quered red. Bathroom walls painted soft grayed 
green, and tiled floor also grayed green. Shower 
and window curtain are white with lacquer-red 
Chinese circles stenciled on them. Bedroom fur- 
niture either antique maple or painted soft gray- 
green. Towels and hamper are lemon yellow. 
Three plumbing fixtures total cost, in white, 
approximately $792.40. 
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Ns long S you HIDE 
aito aieo m 


No need indeed! For here is a reliable 
cleanser you'll be glad to leave in sight. 

It’s the very same Bon Ami that millions have 
used for years, now in a big, (nearly double- 
size) de luxe Package— a container beautifully 
designed in black and gold to harmonize with 
any bathroom. Notice, too, that it has a sifter 
top, with holes already made, which allows the 
powder to pour out in just the proper amount. 

See this new container at your grocer's—ask 
for the Bon Ami de luxe Package for Bathrooms. 

Bon Ami is the favorite cleanser for bathtubs, 
tiling, sinks, windows, mirrors, etc-— because it 
cleans easily, quickly, safely—because it doesn't 
scratch, leave sediment and is odorless — 
because it does not roughen the hands. 

Bon Ami is also sold in regular Powder and 
Cake packages for kitchen and general use. 


THE BON AMI COMPANY . . . . NEW YORK,N. Y. 


© 1981, The Bon Ami Co. 
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Fanann Seven DEL. 


House No. 351 


mericana Delightfully Portrayed 


ARLY AMERICAN architecture takes many differ- 
ent forms in its present-day interpretations. Always, 
however, is there an atmosphere of honest sturdiness 
about the structure. The Colonials built to endure. 

Their minds were set on the stability of the new country, not 
on the resale value of house and lot. 

If a Colonial house to be erected these days is to be of 
stone, let the walls be thick and solid. If brick, then a veneer 
is all right, for masonry veneer over frame is substantial, 
modern and gives the desired appearance when completed. 

Many houses being erected, of the Colonial type, in one 
interpretation or another, are entirely of wood frame. These 
frame houses, however, are framed in ways different from the 
American houses of earlier days. The sizes of timbers used 
now are smaller than in the past. The methods of using 
timbers are different. However, just as satisfactory results 
arè accomplished now as then, provided the job is done right. 

So many times one sees a beautiful little Colo- 
nial house in some newer section of town or 
suburb, and then an inspection a couple of years 
later results in almost complete dissatisfaction. 
Standing up there at first, freshly painted and 
brand-new, it was a gem. Two years of settling, 
checking, paint peeling and discoloration, and the 
gem has turned into a muddy disillusionment. 

Home ownership is a big investment. The 
amount of money, amount of time, and the eleva- 
tion of self-righteousness in being a home owner, 
deserve assurance of quality. There should 
be, like life insurance, home-success insurance. 
But, alas, there isn't. 

Home insurance is not, however, quite impos- 
sible; in fact, each home builder can easily write 
his own insurance, and by making but one pre- 
mium payment realize a lifetime, paid-up insur- 
ance satisfaction on home ownership. 


LIVING 
RooM 





FOX, DUTHIE & FOOSE, Architects 


The method of procedure is simple enough. Make up your 
mind, while you are still a prospective home owner, to set 
aside a percentage of your total proposed cost to build a 
house as it should be built. This plan works as satisfactorily 
with a three-thousand-dollar house as it does with a fifteen- 
thousand-dollar house. 

Some people will turn up their noses at this idea, saying 
that to spend a certain part of the whole cost of a house to 
make that house a good house is like buying a new davenport 
and then paying 7 per cent extra for feet to put under it. 
These people are partly right, but just partly so. Daven- 
ports haven’t been selling without legs lately, but houses 
have! 

Unless you yourself have actually seen the width and 
thickness of the footings under your foundation walls, you 
will never know whether they are twice as wide as the wall 
itself, or, in fact, you'll never know whether there are any 


EDRO! 
BEDROOM | qere 
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there at all or not—that is, you won’t know of their absence 
until the almost inevitable settling begins. 

So this personally conducted insurance on a percentage 
basis does have its place in the sun, and no mistake. Al- 
though the premium paid for good construction and good 
materials really is part of the house itself, and not an extra, 
if we do look at it as insurance we may be more insistent in 
our demands for properly built houses. We copy our an- 
cestors in the matter of architectural styles, and like it, so 
why not copy their sturdiness of construction and couple 
with it the benefits of science and invention that have 
occutted since their time? 

Ih some parts of a modern house steel and concrete are 
being used in place of wood. For instance, if the first-floor 
beains, or joists, are steel, and the floor laid on top of them is 
reinforced concrete, the result is a fireproof construction 
which will tend to turn back any conflagration that may 
start in the basement. And in the basement is the 
place where the majority of fires have their origin. 

Where the entire construction is of wood, there 
are several ways of reducing the fire hazard, both 
by using chemically treated lumber in certain 
places, and by correct methods of constructing 
walls, partitions and floors. 

Colonial houses are found up and down the 
Atlantic Coast, of course. The modern adaptation 
of earlier-day building, as so ably produced by 
Fox, Duthie & Foose, architects, of Cleveland, 
and pictured on this page, merges stone masonry 
with wood, as was common between Philadelphia 
and New York, and points west to the Ohio River. 
The floor plans are arranged for comfortable family 
living. The built-in garage faces the street, as is 
well and proper, and connects directly with the 
house itself through a hall. It is, in short, a 
JouRNAL Garden Home. —j. H.H. 








Jourwat House Patterns (trade-mark), containing complete plans and specifications, and a cardboard cut-out model of the house, are sold for one dollar each. Forty different houses are now available. Address 


Architectural Editor, Lapies’ Home Journat, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, 


December, 1931 LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 


P RETEND pou are buying 


a Present for Yourself 


A A 











The Tiffin is formal in two tones Bows on toes are flattering. Give 
of crepe with a bit of gold kid her this gay new Bridge in lus- 
outlining its contrasting collar. trous satin and crepe. 

Moire is the smart contrast note Correct in cut and color for the 
for any negligee. She'd adore new romantic fashions... Daniel 
this new buckle backstrap. Green’s crepe pajama boot. 





Any woman.. any age. . needs The Comfy Loll in leather or 
quilted Comfys for the boudoir. crepe with a restful sole has won 
Be sure they’re Daniel Green’s. more hearts than any man, 








A bedtime story in comforting This beloved leather Comfy 
felt for boys or girls . . . Daniel seems to wear forever. Many 
Green's Cavalier Boot. colors. Sizes for women and girls. 

Pretend you are buying a present for yourself. Can you think of anything P 4,2 
(that is, anything as practical as Daniel Green Slippers) that you'd rather see Recon TN D m A. 
. . friend in slushy weather. Sizes leather Comfy will wear a smile a 
pop out of a box? €€ € Of course not! Comfys or Leisure styles, Daniel for men, women and children. mile wideon Christmas morning. 


Greens are as much a part of Christmas as Santa Claus. No one even claims to 
equal Daniel Green Quality. € € q Choose gay ones..cozy ones..for women 
of any age, for the men you love best. And don’t forget the children, Prices 
$2.50 to $6 a pair. The Daniel Green Company, Dolgeville, New York. Always look for the Daniel Green name on the sole or in the lining. 


DANIEL GREEN LEISURE FOOTWEAR 
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ECEMBER is a joy- 

ous month, isn’t it? 

There areholidays— 

and parties—and 

trees ablaze with colors and 

lights—and gifts and sur- 

prises. It’s a gay, festive 

month—and I’ve kept all of 

this in mind while writing 

your December page. Here’s 

a new way to make your 

own Christmas cards, and 

some delightful suggestions 

for making Christmas cheer- 

ier for other folks—and, last 

but not least, a Christmas 
party. 

And incidentally, so many 

of you Sub-Debs have writ- 
ten to me in the past few months asking for new ways 
to have parties that I thought it an excellent time to 
get out a new party booklet. With the holidays fast 
upon you and a gay round of parties being planned, 
I'm sure you will want some new ideas. And there are 
lots of them in my new booklet, called LET's GIVE A 
Party. If you will send me a two-cent stamp, and ad- 
dress your letter to the Sub-Deb Editor, LADIES’ HOME 
JouRNAL, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, I’ll see that a 
copy of the booklet is sent to you at once. I'm sure you 
will find loads of ways to make your next party different 
from all others. 

And I'm wishing for each one of you the brightest and 
merriest Christmas you have ever had. I hope it will bring 
to you all of the good things you have longed for most —and 
that you will find time to make the holiday season happier 
for other people too. Merry Christmas to you all! 


Planning for Others 


T CHRISTMASTIME some Girl Scouts I know make a 

trip to the local children’s hospital, get permission from 

the authorities and decorate a tree within close view of the 
windows of the crippled children’s wards. 

On Christmas Eve they trim the tree with tiny electric 
bulbs, green, red and amber crystal balls and strands of sil- 
ver tinsel, and top it off with a frosty star. Beds are rolled 
and chairs wheeled to the windows and pale little faces press 
against the panes of glass to watch the Girl Scouts, in medi- 
eval costume, stand in the glow of the tree and sing gay 
Christmas carols. From there the singers march to the ward, 
carrying a small gift for each child, fruit and nuts and cor- 
nucopias of striped candy. A jolly red-cheeked Santa Claus 
distributes the gifts while the minstrels sing. 

When Christmas is over, the girls dismantle the tree and 
turn it into a feeding station for birds. Once or twice a week 
they visit the tree to replenish the food. The shut-ins may 
watch the feeding station and learn to know and love the birds, 

If there is no children’s hospital in your vicinity, an old 
people’s home or a neighboring invalid will appreciate a liv- 
ing Christmas tree sparkling outside the windows. And when 
the tree ls turned into a birds’ feeding station, they will enjoy 
watching the birds flick their tails and flip their tiny heads as 
they gobble their breakfast. It will brighten Christmas for 
the lonely ones and interest them throughout the winter 
months. And every day will be Christmas to the birds! 

Some Y. W. C. A. girls I know delight in planning and 
sending a Christmas party to children in orphanages and 
hospitals. They plan the games, send the decorations 
and favors and trimmings for the Christmas tree, little gifts 
and all the things needed to make a party a success. 

They also make adorable little Japanese gardens and send 
them to shut-ins. They last for many months and are a con- 
tinual joy and pleasure. 


Male Your Christmas Cards 


[E it fun to send out Christmas cards that are original 
and different—and especially ones that you have made 
yourself? This is a new way to make them: 

Select your design, then make a tracing of it, and over it 
fasten a flat piece of celluloid the same size as your design. 
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Edited by 
ELIZABETH WOODWARD 


You can get this at an artists’ supply store. Fasten it down 
very securely. Then with a big strong needle start tracing the 
design on the celluloid. 

Celluloid etching requires three ink values—light for dis- 
tance and the lightest parts of the design, mere needle 
scratches; medium, cut slightly deeper, for the parts be- 
tween distance and foreground; and dark, deep-cut lines to 
give blackest design color and used in foregrounds. 

After you have cut your design into the celluloid, rub it all 
over with chalk to see that the design is correct, and compare 
it with the original design. After you have your celluloid 
plate finished mount it on a bigger flat plate, either celluloid 
or steel. You can fasten them together with pasty soft soap. 

Now mix etcher’s ink with a drop or two of oil; make it 
smooth and rather thick so that it will not spread or flow 
easily. Make a dauber of tarlatan and, using a circular move- 
ment, rub the ink into the cut lines in the celluloid. Be sure 
there is no excess ink around the edges, and that the etching 
edges are clean too. Also be sure that the ink is rubbed 
deeply into the parts of the design to be dark. 

Best printing results are secured by using fairly wet paper. 
Press the paper between clean, white blotters to remove 
water spots. Center this paper over the ink-covered celluloid 
plate, lay a dry blotter over it and several layers of news- 
paper. Then holding it all firmly run it through an ordinary 
clothes ringer once or twice. This makes the first print of 
your design. If it smears, wipe off the plate with turpentine 
to remove the ink and then apply a fresh coat. 

You can make from thirty to fifty prints from one plate 
and it is a charming way to make Christmas cards and 
bookplates. 

If you would like to have some designs and further sug- 
gestions about other ways of making your greeting cards, 
send me a two-cent stamp and I will send you our booklet 
called, HANDMADE CHRISTMAS CARDS, 


Gifts to M. ake 


F COURSE, you will all want to make at least some of 
your gifts this Christmas. It’s fun todo it, and there’s al- 
ways a Special, personal touch about a gift you make yourself. 
In the March and April Letters from the Sub-Deb Ed- 
itor—copies of which are still available if you will send me a 
two-cent stamp for each one you want—there are directions 
for making various things that would be splendid for pres- 
ents. A new cover for some friend’s tennis racket, for in- 
stance; cunning animal doorstops you can paint yourself; a 
desk ensemble you can cover with the new decorative papers; 
hobby stationery with appropriate personal, hand-blocked 
designs; and an adorable breakfast-in-bed set for holiday 
mornings, when one can be very luxurious. Then there’s 
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another booklet you'll want: 
LAST-MINUTE GIFTS AND 
Prizes. Send a two-cent 
stamp for this to the Hostess, 
LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL. 


New Games 


HERE are two brand- 

new games just out to 
add to your list. They will 
make no end of fun when 
the crowd gathers at your 
house for a party. 

One is called Cross- Word 
Lotto and is good sport if 
you like cross-word puzzles. 
Play it alone or in groups. 

The other is Solo Bridge, and you bridge-loving Sub- 
Debs will like it, I’m sure. There are ten bridge prob- 
lems by Milton Work—and it is heaps of fun trying to 
solve them. Incidentally, both these games would make 
splendid Christmas presents, and I shall be delighted to 
tell you where you can buy them and how much they 


cost. 
A1941 Christmas 


Y not try a Prophecy Party this Christinas Eve 

to give your guests something different? Everyone 

enjoys fortune telling and games based on it, and so use this 
theme for your party’s keynote. 

If your living room has an open fireplace, have a roaring 
log fire going when your guests arrive, and then make a real 
ceremony of dragging in the Yule log—as big a log as your 
fireplace will conveniently hold. Have it gayly decorated 
with holly sprigs and borrow a toy express wagon from one of 
the neighbor’s children to trundle the log in on. 

Have the boys place the log on the flames and all the girls 
pelt it with the sprays of holly after it is in place, while the 
entire group joins in singing some favorite old Christmas 
carol: We Three Kings of Orient Are, Good King Wencelas 
or Noel. Just before the last of the holly burns out, everyone 
must stop and make a silent wish for the coming year. 

Now you, as the hostess, will announce that you are going 
to celebrate Christmas Eve in the year A. D. 1941. Ask your 
guests to sit down in a big half circle around the hearth, upon 
which every girl is handed a gay little Christmas-red hand- 
bag-size pencil and each boy a pocket-size green one. These 
are, of course, to be kept as favors. If it is possible to have 
the guests’ names on the pencils, so much the better. Now 
pass around small sheets of white paper, like daily leaves 
from a desk calendar. Each sheet is headed, December 24, 
1941, and each guest gets as many sheets as there are boys 
and girls present. 

Announce that predictions are in order as to what your 
guests will be doing ten years from now, and that each sheet 
must be headed with the name of a boy or girl, with a twenty- 
five word prophecy written under it. Half an hour is allowed 
for writing the futures of the entire group and everyone is 
urged to disguise his or her handwriting in order that the 
authors of the various prophecies shall not be recognized. 

At the end of the stipulated half hour the hostess goes 
around and collects the calendar sheets. These she takes into 
an adjoining room where gay bulletin boards—cardboard 
decorated with Christmas designs—have been pinned up 
around the walls. Each bulletin board is headed by a guest’s 
name, and on this the hostess pastes the various predictions 
applying to that person, 

While she is attending to this matter the guests, in the 
living room, have been given decorative Christmas wrapping 
papers, red and green ribbons, Christmas seals and scissors, 
and asked to select a box from a side table heaped with vari- 
ous sizes and shapes of boxes, each box impressively sealed 
with splashes of red wax so none can be opened. 

The guests choose boxes at random and using what paper, 
seals and ribbon they desire, make the most tempting and 
attractive packages possible—knowing, of course, nothing of 
their contents. By the time all the packages are ready the 
hostess will have finished pasting up her bulletin boards, and 


(Continued on Page 95) 
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An Interview with MARY NOLAN'S Dermatologist 


“Most skins don’t age into wrinkles 


they DRY into lines while still young” 


as reported by JANET PARKER 






































“Mary Nolan came to me during her first picture. She'd 
heard that studio work wore out complexions quickly. 
She wanted treatments or prescriptions of some special 
nature to safeguard hers. 


“T told her all she needed was Woodbury’s Creams to 
put back into her skin every day the rich essential oils 
which keep it humid, pliable, sleekly smooth. Most skins 
never get a chance to age into wrinkles. They dry up, 
shrivel into lines, while they are still young. Woodbury’s 
Creams check this tendency as effectively as any pre- 
scriptions I could write. 


“The conditions of studio work only slightly exaggerate 
the conditions every woman faces. Our dry-heated houses, 
our habit of nervous rush, our low-fat diet, our outdoor 
life which exposes the skin to wind and sun—all these 
things combine to make the skin wither before its time. 
Every woman needs Woodbury's Creams to keep her 
skin supple, flexible, velvety. 


“I recommend Woodbury's COLD Cream to ‘quench’ 
the skin, to remove drying dust and make-up, to re- 
plenish the tissues with fine oils. Woodbury's FACIAL 
Cream I indicate as a powder foundation, to protect the 
skin from weathering. Its use prevents the coarseness and 
roughness of the skin from exposure. 


“Woodbury’s Creams are compounded by skin special- 
ists. Their purity and effectiveness are unquestioned." 


Begin today to use Woodbury's quick-melting Cold 
Cream and Woodbury's Facial Cream (perfect for pow- 
der base). You will find them on sale... with other 
Woodbury Scientific Beauty Aids... at drug stores and 
toilet goods counters everywhere. 









“T expect to keep a young skin forever, 
with the Woodbury Creams my derma- 
tologist suggested." -MARY NOLAN 


COLD CREAM . FACIAL CREAM 
AND ALLIED ' SCIENTIFIC GEAUTY ^^ AIDS: 







TREATMENT FOR DRY SKIN 


by a famous Hallywaod Dermatologist USE THIS COUPON FOR PERSONAL BEAUTY ADVICE 


Ar Nicut... After washing your face with Wood- 
bury’s Facial Soap, smooth on Woodbury’s Cold 
Cream, and leave on overnight. 50¢in Jar; 25¢ in Tube. 


JOHN H. WOODBURY, INC., 6012 Alfred Street, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Tf you live in Canada, address John H. Woodbury, Ltd., Perth, Ontario. 


1 would like advice on my skin condition as Woodbury’s Facial Soap and Facial Pow- 


Dure Day... Soften and smooth your skin with checked, also generous samples of Ro der. Eo thi I enclose 10¢ to partly cover 
Woodbury’s Cold Cream, before going out and again bury's Cold Cream and Facial Cream, an cost of mailing. 

after exposure, Apply Woodbury's Facial Cream as a Oily Skin O Blackheads O Coarse Pores O Flabby Skin O 
powder foundation. 50¢ in Jar; 25¢ in Tube. Dry Skin O Sallow Skin O Wrinkles a Pimples a 
For Lines AND Wrinxtes... Use Woodbury’s NIC Street 





Cleansing and Tissue Creams in daily facial treat- 
ments. 75¢ each. 


State. 


Ci 
id © 1931, John H. Woodbury, Inc. 
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A gift that pays big dividends 


Hos PROUDLY she will 
show it to her friends! How 
thankfully she will embrace 


its countless conveniences! 


The woman doesn’t live who isn’t dreaming of the 
day when she can grace her kitchen with a beautiful, 
new electric refrigerator. 

What could be more appreciated at Yuletide than 
anelectricrefrigerator—a WESTINGHOUSE! How proudly 
she will show it to her friends! How constantly she 
will be reminded of your thoughtfulness! 

A WESTINGHOUSE Refrigerator will prove the greatest 
household help that ever entered your home. A tire- 
less work-saver for years ... and years . . . and years! 


A WESTINGHOUSE Achievement 


Nor should you forget that the name "wEsTING- 
HOUSE" is like magic with women. WESTINGHOUSE 
has designed so many remarkable household appli- 
ances that women everywhere havé reverence for 
the name. They know that a refrigerator bearing 
the WESTINGHOUSE trade-mark is "Completely Bal- 
anced”; that no features are over-developed for 
mere sales effect; that nothing has been omitted. 


: An Economy, Not An Expense 


Many women say that a WESTINGHOUSE is not an 
expense at all—it is an economy, a money-saver. 


WEM OC 


Reports show that money-savings of nearly 
half the cost of a wEsTINGHOUSE Refrigerator 
are made the first year. 

And bear in mind that a WESTINGHOUSE can 
be purchased on very liberal terms—a nominal 
$10 cash payment delivers. You can take two 
whole years to pay the balance if you wish. 

See this most complete line of popu- 
lar-priced WESTINGHOLSE Refrigerators. 








There is a dealer near you who can supply the 
proper size and install it in your home on or 
before Christmas. 

The WESTINGHOUSE line, from the apartment- 
size Standard Models to the largest electric- 
lighted DeLuxe Models, comprises eight beau- 
tiful refrigerators, from $180 up, f. o. b. factory. 


Westinghouse Electric and Manufacturing Co. 
Merchandising Dept., Mansfield, Ohio 

Please send me a copy of the WESTINGHOUSE 
Refrigerator Book which describes the money- 
saving features of WESTINGHOUSE Refrigerators. 


Name canar 


Mddress c c c 





The WESTINGHOUSE 
Washer—"a pound 
a minute." Extracts 
water without wring- 
ing. Price is unusu- 
ally moderate. 








Toast is turned with- 
out touching on her 
Turnover Toaster. 
Golden waffles are 
baked on her auto- 
matic Waffle Iron. 





The ultra-modern 
WESTINGHOUSE 
Columaire Jr. DeLuxe 
Radio gives her the 
best on the air. Nine 
tube superheterodyne. 
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so she now appears and passes around a 
hat in which are slips of paper 

the guests’ names. Everyone draws and 
writes the name he pulls out on his re- 
cently wrapped package. 

The hostess then sends the whole group 
in to read the bulletin boards and their 
highly contradictory prophecies, and to 
vote on the most amusing collection of 
predictions pasted under any one guest’s 
name. 

A prize may be awarded the boy or girl 
whose name has evoked this, or prizes 
may be given for the funniest bulletin 
boards of both boy and girl. 

This will inevitably prove a hilarious 
quarter of an hour, after which the guests 
are all outfitted with toy musical instru- 
ments—mouth organs, drums, combs, 
jew’s-harps, rattles, castanets, and so on— 
and a leader chosen with orders to strike 
up a march. All fall in line behind him, 
and—playing vociferously—march back 
into the living room where, in a corner 
from which a tall screen has been removed, 


Chis tmas 
M. oney 


or Pires 


for Girls 


T'S coming . . . the 
best time of ali the 
year! The time for 
glowing secrets, holly 
wreaths and candleglow. 

Every girl will want to 
look her best . . . give her 
best. 
Do YOU need extra 
money for Christmas 
gifts? For clothes, and 
the breathless round of 
holiday festivities? You 
can earn it easily here. 
The most radiant holiday dreams 
have been realized by girls who joined The 
Girls’ Club. Edna Dean says: 

I used Club money for dresses and a pair of 
snappy shoes. I am saving for a blue leather 
jacket now. I EARNED $7.55 IN ABOUT 
THREE DAYS. Iam so thrilled] 


Looking Into the Future 


ERR RNR RAS REESE 


June Johnston says: 


Iam saving the money I earn in your wonderful 
Club for a roadster when I am seventeen. I am 
always looking into the future. 


As YOU look into the future, is there a 
goal to reach by Christmas . . . several 
years from now? We will help you! 
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a Christmas tree blazes with colored elec- 
tric lights, “icicle” tinsel and glass balls. 

Swinging from its branches are the re- 
cently wrapped packages, and each guest 
must hunt till he finds the one bearing his 


name. 

The fun will wax fast and furious when 
these packages are opened, for it is en- 
tirely probable that a boy will find in his 
a dainty colored chiffon sports handker- 
Chief, or a silk flower for an evening 
corsage, while the girls may find neckties, 
belt buckles and key rings in theirs. 

The next step, of course, is to trade off 
your gifts and keep on trading till you 
get what you really want. 

Last of ali, supper at individual tables- 
for-four, each with its twin bayberry 
candles and holly-and-mistletoe place 
cards. 

A buffet supper may be set out on a long 
side table, and the boys can forage for the 
girls at their tables and themselves. 

After supper, dancing to the radio, more 
carol singimg around the fire—or both— 
will wind up one of the jolliest Christmas 
Eve's you've spent in a long, long time. 





June Johnston is earning Club money 
for a “shiny” new roadster. 


A Wrist Watch 


HILE you are earning Club 
money, you can earn lovely 
prizes too. Would you like gorge- 
ous gifts for Mother, Dad, school 
friends? Would you like a radio, a 
camera . . a white-gold wrist 
watch for yourself? 
Just send a card or note asking 
how to earn. Give your age and 
address. Write to: 


MANAGER OF THE GIRLS’ CLUB 
LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 
739 INDEPENDENCE SQUARE 
PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA 





Sub-Deb Booklets 


NY of these booklets, prepared especially for the 
Sub-Deb, will be sent upon receipt of the 
amount required in stamps or cash. Do not send 
stamped addressed envelopes. Address the Sub-Deb 
Department, Service Bureau, LADIES’ HOME JOUR- 
NAL, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 


Tue Sup-DEB's Book oF BEAUTY. How to have 
an exquisite complexion and glistening, healthy 
hair. Price, 2 cents. 

A LETTER FROM THE SUB-DEB EDITOR. It tells 
how to make a Desk Ensemble, new Tennis-Racket 
Covers, and how to paint Doorstops for your room. 
Price, 2 cents. 

KNITTED Sport Tocs. Directions for making 


two new sweaters with hats to match. Price, 2 
cents, 


THE SUB- DEB’S CROCHETED TURBAN AND SCARF. 
With directions. Price, 2 cents. 


A LETTER FROM THE SUB-DEB Epitor. With 
directions for making Hobby Stationery, Breakfast 
Set and other attractive gifts. Price, 2 cents. 


New NECKLACES Directions and illustrations of 
charming necklaces that you will want to make for 
yourself and for gifts. Price, 2 cents. 


THE SuB-DeEp’s VANITY TABLES. With illustra- 
tions of designs that you can make yourself. Price, 
2 cents. 


Tue Sus-Dep’s TRAVELING Bac. Directions for 
making a suitcase ensemble. Price, 2 cents. 


My Own Room. Photographs of actual bed- 
rooms, with suggestions for yours. Price, 2 cents. 





Your Vicks IS 









lint to Vick chemists, 
your same Vicks VapoRub 

..the same matchless for- 
mula you have always used 
...Can now be had in white 
stainless form. Only the 
color-stain isremoved.Same 
time-tested ingredients... 
same effective double 
action,., at the same price. 


ICKS 


VAPORUB 


New i | 





NOW 


ina New 


White Form 









by the Makers " Vicks VAPORUB 


Especially desigued for Irritations of tbe 
Nose and Throat... where most Colds start 


If you “catch cold” easily, as most 
of us do under modern living 
conditions, you will be delighted 
with this amazing new Vick aid 

. Vicks Nose and Throat Drops. 


Based on a new idea for the pre- 





DON’T T "Dose" COLDS EXCEPT ON YOUR DOCTOR'S ADVICE 


vention of colds . . . a few Vicks 
Drops up the nostrils at the first 
sign of "catching cold". . and many 
colds can be avoided entirely. 
Convenient relief for head colds 
at any stage and for the discom- 
forts of nasal catarrh. 

Get this perfect ally of Vicks 
VapoRub for better "control of 
colds” in your home. 








Das 


- plicious and Refreshing } 
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the pause that refreshes” 


Old Santa, busiest man in the world, takes time 


out for the pause that refreshes with ice-cold 
Coca-Cola. He even knows how to be good to 
himself. And so he always comes up smiling. 


So can you. Wherever you go shopping, you 


OVER NINE MILLION A DAY + 


find a cheerful soda fountain with ice-cold Coca- 
Cola ready. You relax and enjoy that tingling, 
delicious taste and its wholesome, cool after-sense 
of refreshment. That rests you. Thus shopping 
does not tire you out. The Coca-Cola Co., Atlanta, Ga. 


>» IT HAD TO BE GOOD TO 


LISTEN IN 


Grantland Rice, Famous 
Sports Champions. 


e . Coca-Cola Orchestra. 


Every Wed. 10:30 p. m. 

Eastern Standard Time. 

mr- Coast-to-Coast 
NBC Network. 


GET WHERE IT IS 
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Get this new LIONEL 
Railroad Planning Book 


for your Boy! 


The book of a thousand thrills 
—a magic fairyland of colorful 
railroad scenes that any boy can 
have and enjoy. A complete 52- 
page catalog of Lionel Trains 
and equipment—and a railroad 
planning book as well. Lionel 
Trains priced as low as $5.95. 


LIONEL 


ELECTRIC TRAINS 


THE LIONEL CORP., Dept. “N” 
15 East 26th Street, New York City 

Please send me FREE the Lionel Railroad 
Planning Book. 


_ Clip this 
Recipe! 


Put it where you can find it . . . There 
will be dozens of occasions it will just fit 

. luncheons ... Sunday suppers ... A 
perfectfy grand dish, and so inexpensive! 


SCALLOPED CORN PIQUANT 


4 tablespoons butter; ! : cup flour; 1 teaspoon 
salt; 11, level teaspoons Colman's Mustard; 
14 teaspoon paprika; 1: cups milk; 1 can 
corn (large); 1 egg: 3 tablespoons Worcester- 
shire sauce. Melt butter in saucepan, then add 
flour mixed with salt, mustard and paprika. 
When thoroughly blended. gradually add 
milk, stirring constantly. Bring to boiling 
point, remove from fire, add corn. egg and 
Worcestershire sauce. Mix thoroughly. Pour 
into buttered baking dish. Cover with small 
squares of bread dipped in melted butter. 
Bake !, hour in a moderate oven (350° F.). 


A dash of Colman’s Mustard in scalloped 
dishes is a bit of flavor clever cooks use. 
Delicious in meat, fish and egg dishes, too, 
and in sauces and salad dressings. 


COLMAN’S MUSTARD 


Name. 


Address 





J. & J. Colman (U.S.A.) Ltd. 


3034 Mustard Street 
Rochester, New York 


Please send me this month's 
set of free recipe cards. 


Name. 
Address. 
City 
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were no longer puzzled. Egarleh! Now he 
understood! It was the very hearing of 
the name of the Tonggak Santa that made 
him laugh! 

After a time the Angokok fell silent, 
dropped his eyes and sucked in his cheeks, 
thinking deeply. When he looked up, the 
White Man was staring at the window as 
though he were thinking of that land 
where the nights were only one sleep long. 

The Angokok moved a little nearer the 
lamp and leaned forward. His eyes were 
intent and his voice held a different note. 
“The tale says that no matter how much 
the Tonggak Santa gives, his bag is never 
empty of laughter. Is it not so?” 

The Angokok moved again, a little 
closer; reached up and touched the White 
Man’s knee with his withered hand. 
“Speak words to the Tonggak Santa when 
he comes, that he should leave a little 
laughter besides—only a scrap of meat 
upon the bone—for my people.” 


Amusement began 
to crinkle the White Man’s puzzled face 
as he comprehended. The withered hand 
tightened on his knee. “‘My people have 
aneed of laughter at the lighting of new 
lamps.” 


ps. 

The White Man shook his head. “Iam 
afraid the Tonggak Santa will not find me 
up here." 

"But he finds the white men at the 
Wolf’s Nose!" cried the Angokok. He 
rose up on his knees in his excitement. “A 
hunter can be sent with a message. There 
is time—we have strong and swift dogs in 
the village!" Hecrawled over to the table 
eagerly and picked up a pad of paper. 
“Write a message to the Tonggak Santa 
that the hunter may take! Write!" 

The White Man looked in the eager old 
face and sought for words. "It is just a 
story," he said, regretfully driven to the 
truth. “There is no Tonggak Santa." He 
leaned down and emptied his pipe. 

He did not see how the Angokok's face 
was suddenly frozen, motionless, as a leaf 
cased in ice. His hand slipped from the 
White Man's knee and he sat silent. “Then 
the tale is not true?" he asked after a 
time. His voice was flat, as though his 
whole being were tense. 

"No. Just a story. You don't under- 
stand. The Tonggak Santa is not anytbing 
you can see; it is just the spirit of giving— 
of giving with open hands!” 





"Tux Angokok looked 
up through the strands of gray hair fallen 
over his eyes, his face drawn with the in- 
tent effort to understand. "Why do you 
say, then, that the tale is not true?" he 
asked, puzzled. “Does it not say he is 
the fonggak who brings gifts?” 

“Tt is only a feeling!—a feeling!" The 
White Man pounded his chest. * You can- 
not see it ——" 

The Angokok looked at him silently, 
sucking his cheeks back and forth. After 
long thought a look of cunning compre- 
hension came into his wrinkled face. “I 
also do not tell all, about the tonggaks I 
know," he nodded. The White Man did 
not seem to hear him. “But I do not ask 
to know your charms by which you speak 
tothe Tonggak Santa. Only that you ask 
him for a little laughter for my people." 
He leaned forward to look up into the 
White Man's face, entreating. ''The 
Keeper of your Lamp is not here to make 
return gifts for the Tonggak Santa, but 
there are many needle hands in the vil- 
lage. We will make many return gifts to 
please him . . . boots with soles chewed 
soft as a ptarmigan's breast ——” 

The White Man swung about on him 
with a savage gesture. "I have told you 
there isn't any Tonggak Santa! And I 
never want to hear the word again—do 
you hear?" 
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The old Angokok walked slowly away. 
“No Tonggak Santa! No Tonggak 
Santa!” beat in his thought with the fall 
of his heavy steps. 

On the trodden path he stopped and 
looked toward the north star where the 
tale said that he dwelt—the tonggak who 
brought laughter. All the fexggaks he 
knew must be called with deceiving words 
of charms to help men; but the Tonggak 
Santa came of his own will—kindly. 

Suddenly a mighty spiral of crimson 
light flung across the heavens—as if from 
beyond the stars a tremendous something 
flashed across the silence of spaces—out of 
nowhere, into nowhere . . . lost in the 
void of eternity. Vanished lightly, even as 
a puff of a dog's breath in the cold air. 

And, of a sudden, understanding smote 
him, and he cringed. The Shadow of the 
Long Dark! The Stealer of Souls was 
upon the White Man. That sucked up life 
as the unseen cold sucked heat from the 
body. The shadow of the silence and the 
dark, which withered strong hunters as 
the leaf of the crowberry withers in black 
frost. And sent dogs running mad, not 
knowing whither they went. 


Tue Stealer of Souls 
was afraid of laughter—that was why 
one must laugh in the Long Dark. And 
he was afraid of the Tonggak Santa; 
that was why the White Man had said: 
“There is no Tonggak Santa!” 


The White Man was already in his 
sleeping bag when he heard the ice block 
shoved aside from the passageway and 
many excited voices outside his hut. He 
had hardly turned to crawl out, alarmed, 
before the small room was full of men. 
But the faces were all splashed with widen- 
ing grins. All but the Angokok's. 

He stood before the White Man, his 
eyes bright points under the fringe of his 
hood, and laid his hand on the shoulder 
of the tall hunter by his side. "Neluk 
will go to the Wolf's Nose with a message 
for the Tonggak Santa!" His lined face 
was set with purpose; his thin, cracked 

voice had the ring of strength. He even 
seemed taller in his too-big 

The White Man ded himself half 
out of his sleeping bag and sat up. He 
started to speak. 

"Tt is the Shadow of the Long Dark 
upon you that has made you speak such 
words!" said the old man sternly. ''The 
Tonggak Santa must come!” 

The White Man pulled his legs out of 
the sleeping bag and swung about with 
his feet on the floor. He looked at the old 
man, at the grinning, expectant faces, at 
the young hunter who would go. He made 
a helpless gesture, and his face relaxed 
intoa smile. Oh, well! “But I must talk 
with Neluk first," he said. 

Yet he did not start to talk at once when 
the rest had gone out. 


Nevx watched him, 
unsmiling—not like the Neluk who al- 
ways led the telling of the laugh-tales in 
the Singing House and played jokes on 
them all He was reluctant to go on a 
journey of so many sleeps before the Sedna 
feast; the going was not good, and he 
might not return before the time of light- 
ing of new lamps. But it was never easy 
for Neluk to say no to one who praised 
the swiftness of his dogs as the Angokok 
had praised them. - 

After a long time the White Man said, 
“I think the Tonggak Santa could not 
come so far to find me," he said. "But I 
have a plan." 

Gradually Neluk's eyes changed as he 
listened. But as he grasped the plan, he 
drew back in alarm. "Hai, but I could not 
take the form of the Tonggak Santa!" he 
cried protestingly. 





























Snap Fastener— 





Always in good 
taste. All three 
stylesare made in 

the new basket- 
weavedesignthat 
harmonizes with 
fall fabrics. In 
brown or black. 
















The Puritan— 


The very newest 
model, with no 
fastening — it 
slips on and off 
like a rubber. 
Especially popu- 
tar with the 
younger set. In 
brown or black. 






















Concealed Slide Fastener— 


Neat, trim, and 
always in favor. 
Like all Firestone 
gaiters ıt is made 

in several sizes 
and heights of 
heel, for that 1s 
the secret of a 
snug fit. In 
brown or black. 



















Ifyou want to step out regardless of 
weather, thenstep out in Firestone 
Gaiters. They not cnly keep 
your feet warm and dry in 
cold, wet footing, but they 
set the pace in style and 
fit, too. Send for folder 
about the season's 
styles in rubber 
footwear for all 
the family. 
Firestone 
Footwear 
Co. 
Boston, 
Mass. 

























































Listen to "he Voice of Firestone" every 
onday evening over NBC National Network 
cob dd 1931, Liresione Footwear Company 
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WRIGLEY’ 


‘IN DOUBLE MINT 
YOU GET THAT DELICIOUS 
REFRESHING FLAVOR 
THAT IS OBTAINABLE ONLY 
IN DOUBLE DISTILLED 
PEPPERMINT 


L-230 
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CHEW DOUBLE MINT 


DOUBLE MINT adds the finishing touches 












to a woman's loveliness. Through the re- 





laxation and exercise it.affords, it en- 





hances your natural beauty of mouth and 






lips. pouse MINT also adds a freshness 






and charm to your entire facial expres- 






sion, Always chew a stick before going to 





a party or before any social engagement. 











“But, see!" The White Man jumped up, 
pulled the red blankets from his sleeping 
bag and wrapped them about him. ‘“ You 
will only dress like this. And you will have 
a white beard over your face.” He caught 
up a pair of white bearskin trousers and 
held the leg to his chin. Neluk watched 
the transformation with mouth agape. 

“And when you want to be Neluk again, 
you lay it off—like this! You are not 
changed. . . . When you want to be the 
Tonggak Santa, you put it on—so! And 
you laugh like this!" The White Man 
flung the blanket around him again and 
walked about, thrusting out his stomach 
and shaking his body all over, exagger- 
atedly, as if with laughter. 

Neluk’s face suddenly split with a grin. 
“Hai, itisonly a laugh-game!”’ he shouted, 
comprehending. 

“Only a joke.’. . . The Angokok wants 
laughter—we will make him laugh.” 

“I will do it! I will do it!" Neluk 
pounded his thighs with resounding blows 
as he rocked back and forth, choking with 
mirth. “I will come on the day that I have 
said!” he promised as he stood up at last 
and thrust the writing the White Man had 
given him into his shirt. “I will not stop. 
My dogs are strong—I will bring all the 
things that are wanted from the white men 
at the Wolf's Nose.” 


H. AGAIN and again the 
thickening white walrus tusk of the moon 
had swung in the sky since it had lit the 
going of Neluk. Again and again the win- 
dows of the Singing House glowed, and 
the clamor of its close-packed warmth 
crashed into the night. 

The big hut clattered with questions 
about the Tonggak Santa at every meet- 
ing, for the White Man had said they 
would see him with their own eyes. That 
he had a sled and a bag of gifts for the 
white men, they knew; but what of the 
Tonggak Santa himself? Would he come 
with his sled out of the frost smokes over 
the ice fields, with barking of dogs and 
cracking of whip? 

The Angokok listened and sucked in his 
cheeks and said nothing. In the White 
Man's hut he sat and asked the same 
questions; but the White Man only smiled 
and said ‘‘ Wait!" 

Not only in the Singing House but in 
the igloos while the cooking pots boiled 
and the blubber was pounded, tongues 
were never still; and fingers flew fast to 
keep pace with them. The best needle 
hands of the village had been set making 
return-gifts for the Tonggak Santa, while 
others gave tanned skins and dyed sinew. 

Till at last the time came when the vil- 
lage woke and said: ‘‘ Before the moon sets 
this time, he will come!” 

The old Angokok sat alone in his cere- 
monial igloo where he made his charms, 
receiving the gifts as they were finished 
one by one. Fine-sewn boots—beaded mit- 
tens—a bunch of twisted sinew from old 
Rintina. . . . “One has always a use for 
thread," she had said. . . . Bits of skin 
with sweet blubber that the Tonggak 
Santa might chew on his long journeying 
with his dogs. Hoods trimmed with white 
fox, and fur robes. Gifts worthy of Sedna 
herself! 


Yer it was not alone 
the gifts—and the thought of the White 
Man—which deepened the wrinkles of 
joy. Before this moon set he would see 
the Tonggak Santa with his own eyes! 

Not for a moment did he doubt that 
Neluk had arrived with the message at 
the Wolf’s Nose. Of another hunter he 
might have wondered, but not of Neluk. 
His wonder had been rather that—travel- 
ing swiftly with an unloaded sled—the 
young hunter had not already returned. 

But he was not sorry. He had been 
troubled because Neluk had not chosen 
well the girl who would keep his lamp—he 
would not laugh long after he had joined 
his hand with hers. And if only something 
might delay him now until after the time 
of marriages, the Angokok knew Tooktoo, 
his chosen, would not wait but would light 
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her lamp with another—she was already 
smiling on the other hunters in the Singing 
House. There was another girl—the girl 
whom Neluk should have chosen—who 
would always wait. She had not smiled 
since he had stood up in the Singing House 
and shouted his choosing of Tooktoo. 

Suddenly Rintina stopped and sat un- 
moving, the stone beater poised in her 
hand. The Angokok looked up. The old 
woman pointed seaward. From far away 
came a deep rumbling—faint, as though 
half the world turned a little, groaning in 
its sleep. 

“The ice!” 

The sound rolled nearer and died 
away . . . the measureless heaving of 
the ice fields from the surge of a distant 
storm. The flame of the lamp shook. 
Shadows seemed suddenly to line the old 
man’s face. He laid down the gift he held, 
threw his hood over his head and, crawling 
to the entrance, flung aside the curtain. 


Mosr of the hunters 
were already out of their igloos, gathered 
on a low mound looking toward the sea. 
The horizon far away was hidden; snow 
and sky blended into one vague whiteness 
like low-lying fog. The black cliff, a jour- 
ney of half a sleep where the coast trail 
turned across an arm of the sea, was blot- 
ted out. Winds always swept fiercely 
through the Blowing Place, the narrow 
channel beyond. 

“Tt has come swiftly,” said an old 
hunter. “When I fed my dogs, the Black 
Rock was clear." 

“Not since the winter my brother killed 
his first bear have I seen a blowing to come 
from the setting of the moon." 

“Tt would not be well if Neluk were at 
the Blowing Place." 

After a time they went away, by ones 
and twos and in groups, to call their dogs 
intotheentrance tunnels before the storm, 
and to bring in harness and meat from the 
high snow pillars before the igloos to the 
snow cupboards hollowed in the passage 
walls. With cheerful words, untroubled. 
What was a small blowing to them, with 
their great pile of blubber on the ice cliff? 

A great pile it was, silhouetted against 
the stars—huge ice blocks heaped high to 
protect against prowling bears. The Ango- 
kok's eyes rested long upon it as he stood 
there alone after the others had gone 
away. . . . Helookedaway, from edge to 
edge of the world, slowly. Hislips moved. 

Tonight was the coming of the Tonggak 
Santa! 


Soon even the dull 
glow of ice windows would be blanketed 
with snow. Even if they were bright, who 
could see them ina storm? Ay, it would 
takea great fire tocleave the darkness and 
light the way for the Tonggak Santa! . . . 
His eyes turned again to the ice cliff, 
clung there . . . A fire such as only a 
pile of burning blubber might give! 

“The Tonggak Santa must come!" 
The Angokok turned and walked back 
toward the village. 


Up from the top of the ice cliff by the 
blubber cache, a red flame burst upward— 
crackling flame from the dried moss beds 
of many sleeping benches and showers of 
sparks that whirled like spray from a 
blowing whale. The red light spilled over 
the snow and stained the low clouds, tear- 
ing a great hole in the darkness. Dripped 
red over the rounded igloos below. Sil- 
houetted the great furry figures, gigantic 
in the leaping light, which crowded the 
cliff, ran about, shouted. 

"Ay! ay! ay! Come down, Tonggak 
Santa! The going is hard—here is fire! 
Take off your mittens and warm your 
hands, Tonggak Santa!” 

The Angokok sat beyond the circle of 
figures in the darkness, beating upon his 
small round drum. 

Not easily had he turned his people to 
this burning of their blubber to light the 
way for the Tonggak Santa. Only the 


(Continued on Page 100) 
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Small-tender-delicious 


Stokely’s Party Peas are perfect for gala 
occasions — Economical enough for every day 


TOKELY’S Party Peas—the 
newest addition to our line of 
Stokely’s Finest Foods—are all the 
name implies, different enough to 
add distinction to a formal dinner, 
or to make a family supper festive. 


Like all Stokely's Vegetables — 
Party Peas are the finest our special- 
ized growing can produce. They're 
picked at the perfection point of 
tenderness and flavor —sifted to as- 
sure uniform tininess—and packed 
immediately. 

Every shade of the fragrance, deli- 
tate color and luscious tenderness of 
Party Peas is retained in golden-lined 
cans, an exclusive feature which em- 
phasizes the quality of all Stokely's 
Vegetables —and makes their moder- 
ate price all the more surprising. These 


cans protect the natural fresh vege- 
table flavor in Party Peas as no tin 
comes in contact with the contents. 

With Stokely's Vegetables you 
can economize pleasantly. Each 
golden-lined can is filled, clear to 
the brim, with garden-fresh, vitamin- 
rich vegetables—every one picked 
and packed the same day. 

Sally Stokely has prepared an il- 
lustrated book of tempting table- 
tested recipes “ Vegetables for Health 
and 50 Ways to Serve Them." She 
will gladly send you a copy if you 
will write to her. 

If your grocer cannot supply you 
with Stokely's Party Peas, or other 
Stokely Vegetables, kindly send us his 
name and address and we will com- 
municate with him. Simply address 





Stokely's Tomato Juice 
Tempts Appetites — Promotes 
Health—The rich color, 
mouth-watering flavor and 
abundant health-giving 
properties of sun-ripened 
tomatoes—ready to drink. 


as 
STOKELY BROTHERS & COMPANY, Inc., 345 West Broadway, Louisville, Ky. 








Stokelys Vegetables.. 28 delicious 
varieties in cans with Spotless 
À Golden Linings 


CES Approved 
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—makes a family 
supper festive— 
and economical 


$9) eg) FON = 


—adds distinction to a formal dinner 
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(91.5.0285 Bak ng 


MARGARET B. BAKER 
(Home Economics Director) 


ON''T overlook 
the opportunity 
for expressing 
holiday spirit in 
your baking at 
this time of the year. 

There is nothing quite so 
novel—or good-tasting for 
that matter—as home-baked 
cookies of various shapes 
suggesting the Christmas 
season. 

These cookies make good Christmas tree 
ornaments, too—and will be enjoyed by 
the youngsters. 

Ilere’s an easy-to-follow recipe: 


SUGAR COOKIES 


215 cups Occident Flour (about) 
1 cup sugar 4 tsp. baking powder 
2 eggs 115 tsp. salt 
Vy cup butter 1 tsp. vanilla 
YQ cup sweet milk 

Method—Cream butter, add sugar 
gradually, and cream well. Add well beaten 
eggs and sweet milk. Sift dry ingredients. 
Mix soft—using as little flour as possible. 
Chill—roll thin, sprinkle with granulated 
sugar and roll lightly. 

Cut in shape of Christmas trees, stars, 
snow flakes—as shown in the illustration — 
and sprinkle with shredded coconut, 
chopped nuts, candied cherries and citron 
cut in pieces. 

Bake in hot oven (1255-150? F.). 

Be sure to make a hole in each cookie 
before baking if you want to attach them 
to your Christmas tree with tinsel string. 

For cookies and all other kinds of bak- 
ing, you will find that Occident Flour gives 
you insured results. There are “No Acci- 
dents with Occident." 

Try Occident. lf you are not satisfied 
that it is better than any other flour you 
have ever used, your dealer will refund the 
full purchase price. 

We have many other seasohable holiday 
recipes which 1 would like tà send to you; 
Won't you mail the coupon below—now? 
I'll get them off for you by return mail. 

Sincerely yours, 





M. B. Baker, Home Economics Director, 
Russeli-Miiier Miling Co., 4LHJ 
Security Buiiding, Minneapolis, Minn. 


Please send me the book of reclpes developed 
and tested in your Home Economics kltchen. 


Grocer's 
NuaMe..ccccsececceceecececevees TE 
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Bringer of Laughter could drive away the 
Shadow of the Long Dark, he had said. 

More blubber was piled on, and more, 
each chunk torn from the Angokok's 
heart. He could not shout with the others; 
there was a stiffness in his throat. At the 
edge of his mind was a thought that his 
power would never again be the same 
among his people if the Tonggak Santa 
did not see and come. He had given his 
word—they had believed and burned 
their blubber. . . 

"Ay! Ay! We are your friends! You 
are cold, Tonggak Santa —come down and 
take off your mittens. Your dogs need 
rest. Here is fire!" 


Heavier the snow 
fell, whipping like waving white curtains. 
Long fingers of light thrust between them, 
writhing as the fire struggled this way and 
that from the smothering folds. The drum 
beat faster, as if to give it strength. But 
lower it sank . lower. . . 

One of the circling figures stopped be- 
fore the Angokok and shouted: ‘‘The fire 
dies! The fire dies!” 

The Angokok looked at it and stood up. 
“The Tonggak Santa has seen!” he said, 
and his thin old voice was firm above the 
wind. “He has seen—that is why he has 
put out our fire. It is a sign. He will 
come!" 

Cheerfully they shouted the words to 
one another as they began making their 
way down the ice cliff—blurred figures 
in the howling white darkness. . . . The 
Angokok came last, steps heavy and head 
bent against the wind. 

Head bent, he sat alone in his ceremo- 
nial igloo, with the gifts about him. Mo- 
ment by moment his thought had fol- 
lowed the path of the hidden moon over 
the curve of his igloo; he knew it was now 
near to setting. And the Tonggak Santa 
had not come. 

His fingers fumbled among the gifts, not 
seeing them. His shriveled lips puckered, 
whispering. 

Suddenly from far away, uncertain in 
the wind, a shout came—through the soft 
brushings of snow against the walls. The 
Angokok rose upon his knees and stopped 
his breathing. The words grew loud out- 
side the hut, and died away, as someone 
ran through the village shouting at the 
igloos as he passed: 

“The Tonggak Santa! . . . Come!” 


I. N EVER before since the 
beginning of people, when one spring the 
ice cracked and the sound became a man, 
had such a thing happened! The Tonggak 
Santa had stopped his sled in the village 
and taken off his mittens! 

Big, fat, laughing, in his thick red coat 
and trousers, he stood in the middle of the 
Singing House. He seemed to fill the hut. 
Hai! He shouted greetings and laugh- 
words. His fat stomach shook and his 
beard shook above it. Hai! He had seen 
thelr fire In the storm and stopped be- 
cause they called him. 

Awestruck, Speechless, the people fol- 
lowed hiti with their eyes; Open-mouthed 
they leaned to watch, nud ing each other. 
His laughter flooded over their fears, wash- 
ing them away little by little. 

Yet everti EU the Tonggak Santa be- 
gan to take great armfuls of presents from 
the two big packing cases by the door, men 
and wonien shrank a little at his coming 
near. But surprised shouts burst from 
then without their will as gifts dropped i 
theirlaps. Needles, scraping knives. beads, 
bright woveri cloth for the women; long 
skihrlng knives, and steel spear heads, 
and boxes of cartridges for (he men who 
had rifles. Squares of sugar and striped 
sweet Ice for all. 

The Angokok sat all the while very 
straight in his ceremonial robes. He knew 
his people looked toward him, question- 
ing, fearful —he did not turn his head. He 
seemed to look at no one; but he missed 
never a movement of the Tonggak Santa. 











Jests and laugh-words the Tonggak 
Santa flung with his gifts, from one to an- 
other in his high-pitched, singsong voice. 

The White Man folded the letters he 
had already read and read again— his gift 
brought by the Tonggak Santa—thrust 
them into his shirt and leaned toward the 
Angokok. ‘‘Well,” he asked, his eyes 
twinkling, “has the Tonggak Santa 
brought laughter enough?” 

The old man looked up from the big 
white flower-painted shaving mug he had 
been rubbing with his fingers — the coffee- 
cup he had wondered at so long. “Egar- 
leh, itis so! My heart is warm like a 
lighted igloo—like an igloo full of many 
lamps." His eyes turned to the laughing 
fat figure in red. "Had he not come, 
never would I have known beyond won- 
dering that the tale is true. Ay"—an ex- 
pression of strangely deep emotion came 
into his face—''and my heart would be 
empty as an igloo without a lamp.” 

The smile slowly faded from the White 
Man's eyes as he watched him. He felt all 
at once sorry for theold man. It might be 
the presents which brought shouts of joy 
to the others, but to the Angokok it was 
the very belief in the Tonggak Santa him- 
self that mattered. And soon he would 
know that his Tonggak Santa was only a 
bit of joking. For it seemed impossible 
he should not soon recognize Neluk. 


Waen the Tonea 
Santa stopped before a girl with hood of 
white fox and deerskin dress heavy with 
white embroidery, the White Man tensed. 
It was Tooktoo, the girl he had chosen 
to light his lamp with at the Sedna feast. 
Would Neluk remember he was the 
Tonggak Santa, and not Neluk? 

Beads he dropped into her lap, and gay 
cloth and a small mirror which brought 
such a scream of delight that the Tonggak 
Santa laughed. "What else do you wish 
for?” he asked. 

She looked up at him, a little afraid, and 
a little bold. “More beads—enough to 
cover all my Sedna dress—so that all the 
hunters will look at me!” 

“But has someone not already chosen 
you for the lighting of lamps?” 

“There are inany hunters who would 
light their lamps with Tooktoo!” 

The Tonggak Santa looked at her a 
moment in silence. Then he looked across 
the Singitig House at another girl sitting 
by the door—the' one face not laughing. 
The girl who had not smiled since Neluk 
stood up in the Singing House and chose 
Tooktoo. Imipulsively he turned and 
walked straight across to her. 

From the corner of his eye the White 
Man saw the Angokok lean forward, his 
lips parted in surprise. 

“And what does Ettva want? Only 
beads—that all people may look at her?” 
The Tonggak Santa laughed, but the 
sound did not make others laugh with him. 


Tue girl shook her head, 
her voice a whisper. "Ido not want gifts. 
Only—the Tonggak Santa is kind —only 
let him bring Neluk again safe from the 
blowing!” 

The Tonggak Santa seemed taken 
aback. ‘‘Why do you think Neluk is 
taught in the blowing?" 

She hesitated, frightened. "He would 
not wait—he would try to come through 
the blowing—to ker. Because he loves. 
1 love—and I know!” 

The Tonggak Santa looked down at 
Ettva's frightened face. then at Tooktoo, 
where she laughed at herself in the mirror. 
* Neluk will come back!" he said. 

And süddenly he threw back his head 
and laughed, as though the Tonggak Santa 
had found in his bag that which brought 
himself laughter. “It is not a small gift the 
Tonggak Santa has brought to Neluk —the 
right Keeper of his Lamp! He will come 
back—to you!” 

The White Man did not look at the 
Angokok; he turned half away and bent 


(Continued on Page 102) 
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Your baking will invariably 
turn out delightfully tasty... 
and your roasts temptingly 
tender... if your new gas 
range has the Thermolator. 
ltunfailingly keeps the oven 
at the exact tempere- 
ture for which the 
recipecalls. No 


















work ... NO 
accurate 
worry: zno dependable 
watching. oven heat 
control 




























New FREE BOOK, “Oven 
Secrets,” mailed on request 


Milwaukee Gas Specialty Co. 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Makes Irons Simply Glide! 












Here's how women prepare Hot Starch 
simply by adding hot water from faucet 
or kettle. Hot Starch in 30 seconds! 
No cooking or bother. It's a powdered 
mixture complete with ever. dn Ends 
sticking and scorching in ironing. 


Vermont sends this 
“Sap Bucket” 
of real Maple Hearts 


A unique gift “hit” .. . fresh from the heart of 
the maple country . m "dalntily packed natural- 
wood "Sap Bucket" * filled with 11b. 5 oz. net of 
deliciously-smooth. Maple Hearts, Chock-full of 
gift atinospliere . for bridge candy or prizes. 

ailed fresh daily, to vou or your gift list, $1 50 
postpaid. Filled with Bridge sha apes instead. 1f pre- 
ferred, $1.50 Sap Bucket. of 2 Ibs, Pure Maple 
Sugar, $1 25; filled with 1 
lb. Grandfather's Stirred 
Sugar, $1; with 1 lb As- 
sorted Fudge, $1 E (Add 
15c per bucket West of 


























Miss. R.) Send for price 
list of all maple products 
and dainty confections. 

Maple Grove Candies, Inc. 











oute 
St. Johnsbury, Vermont 







SPECIAL ATTRACTIVE PROPOSI- 
TION TO ESTABLISHED DEALERS 












HOTEL TRAINING 










thr” HOME STUDY- 


Many wéll paid hotel, club and omal positions. 






Luxurious surrc sundings, salaries of $1,800 to $5,000 a year, 
living often included. Previous experience coved unnec- 
Man National Employment Service FREE of extra 
chi ares: Write name and address in margin and mail today 
for FREE Book, “Your Big Opportunity.” 

Check Position In Which. You’re Interested: 
O Apt. Hetel Manager Coffee Shop Manager 








© Assistant Msnager 8 Hostes: 

O Executive Secretary O Housekeeper 

o Sports Director o0 Purchasing Agent 
O Linen Room Supervisor O Floor Clerl 

O Food Checker O Matron 





O Cashier O Social Oirector 


LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
ROOM DW-592 WASHINGTON, D. €. 
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Who wouldnt want 
a Camera! 


What wonderful presents Kodaks make 
—how acceptable—how usable for every 
one. Enjoyed immediately, they are active 
companions every day of the year and 
for years to come, for they live forever. 


Smart, colorful, durable, easy to take around 
—true companions at home, on vacation, on 
your travels, wherever you may be—whatever 
the place, the time, the occasion. Here, truly, 
is the “universal” gift. 


Brownies as low as $2, Kodaks as low as $5 
... Gifts as modest or as handsome as you wish. 
See them at your Kodak dealer’s. Eastman 
Kodak Company, Rochester, New York. 





NO. 1 POCKET KODAK JUNIOR, one of the simplest, most 
efficient folding cameras you can buy. In blue, green, brown, or 
black, with case fo match, $11. Picture size 234" x 3M. A 
special silver box for holiday giving. 
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«NOTE THIS DIFFERENCE IN 
SUN-MAID SEEDED RAISINS 


Compare the photos below. Note the great conve- 
oieoce of Suo-Maid Puffed. Ordinary seeded raisins 
come to you in a sticky mass to be painstakingly 
pulled apart one by one. Not so with Sun-Maid 
Puffed. They are ready for iostaot use. No fuss or 
muss. No washiog. No wasted time. 
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SUN-MAID GIVES YOU FINER 
SEEDLESS RAISINS, TOO... 


Sun-Maid Nectars (Seedless Raisins) are plump, 
uniformly large and canoot dry out. By a patented 
method all tbe rich flavor is scientifically preserved. 
You will quickly detect the delicate nectar fragrance 
and flavor. And they are the ooly seedless raisios 
that are sterilized. 





































































Discover this difference 
as millions of others have! 


...and you'll discover why Sun-Maid are the best 
raisins in the cleanest and most convenient form 


Using raisins has been reduced toa split 
second operation. No longer need you 
waste time pulling raisins apart, or even 
washing them. 

For those occasions when cooking re- 
quires tbe sumptuous ricbness of seeded 
Muscats, you'll want SUN-MAID PUFFED 
(the blue box). These are the only seeded 
raisinsready for instant use. Plump, moist, 
they are free flowing from tbe carton. Just 
pour them into tbe mixing bowl! What a 
Contrast to old-style sticky bricks! 


FREE RECIPE BOOK: 
MAIL THE COUPON 


The recipe for this de- 
licious Raisin Pudding 
is one of many in our 
new recipe book. Send 
forittoday. It gives you 
scores of helpful cook- 


ing hints. 





Another surprise awaits you in the seed- 
less variety—tbe kind for Salads and bak- 
ing into cup cakes, custards, cookies, etc. 
Here again our patented metbods give 
added value in SUN-MAID NECTARS 
(the red box). Their flavorful freshness 
naturally improves the dishes you pre- 
pare. And tbey are scientifically sterllized 
—so you know they're clean. 


. » a TRY THIS DELICIOUS 
RAISIN PUDDING TONIGHT! 








PATENTED SUN-MAID PROCESSES GIVE 
THESE EXCLUSIVE 


SEEDED RAISINS 
(SUN-MAID PUFFED) 
1. Ready for iostant use. 

2. No washing; no pulling apart. 
3. All the rich juice sealed io. 

4. All seeds carefully removed. 


ADVANTAGES ... 


SEEDLESS RAISINS 
(SUN-MAID NECTARS) 
1. Scientifically sterilized. 

2. Glossy, plump, uniformly large. 
3. Always fresh—can't dry out. 

4, Natural grape-like flavor. 








Sun-Maid Raisin Growers Association, Fresno, California, Dept. L-12. 
- Please send your new FREE Recipe Book. 


Name. 





Addres: 








City. = 
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over his letters, pretending to read. Neluk 
had given himself away so completely, the 
old man must have seen. The White Man 
did not want to see the pain in his eyes, 
the bitterness of illusions smashed. 

Not till the Tonggak Santa had gone 
did the noise in the Singing House burst 
out in all its many-tongued clamor. 
Everywhere were laughing faces, framed 
in thrown-back hoods, splashed with the 
gleam of strong white teeth. Everywhere 
people showed their gifts to each other . . . 


compared . . . praised aloud . . . tast- 
ing between times the sugar and the sweet 
striped ice. 


Curiosity overcame the White Man 
after a time—he looked over at the Ango- 
kok. And the sympathy, the words he had 
all ready, stopped unspoken. Where he 
had thought to read bitter disillusionment, 
the Angokok's face was full of an awed joy 
as he bent over the return-gifts. 

Just before the Tonggak Santa left he 
had turned and shouted: "I want no 


than that. I betcha now," Junior threw 
in and waited tentatively. Lucy looked 
amused. Charlie caught the merest flicker 
of assent in her eyes. Thereafter spotless 
tablecloths took their daily toll. 

“Do you really think they should be 
paid for— well, just for acting right?" 
Charlie asked Lucy. Not that these drib- 
lets were important of course. 

“Well, it teaches them to have a sense 
of business, Charlie. You know yourself 
how valuable that is in this day and age." 

But the driblets ran into what seemed a 
torrent to Charlie as Christmas drew 
nearer and nearer. The whole house was 
attuned to its coming and the keynote of 
the tune was set to the chink of silver and 
the crisp crinkle of bank notes. 

lt was only the day before Christmas, 
just as he was leaving for the office, that 
Lucy followed him into the hall as he was 
getting into his overcoat. He knew there 
was a special reason because she seldom 
left the breakfast table where the children 
dawdled over their oatmeal. 

“Charlie,” Lucy said hurriedly. "I'll 
simply have to have about fifteen more 
dollars before you go. I simply have to. 
I was looking over the ornaments for the 
tree yesterday and we need a lot of things. 
Most of those that I had packed away got 
broken. I'm sure I don't know how. But, 
anyway, 1 want an extra-nice tree this 
year. Baby’s first one and the other two 
just at the age when they appreciate it 
and everything.” 

“Why, yes, dear. I guess I — fifteen?" 
Charlie took out his worn wallet. With the 
aid of crumpled one-dollar bills and change 
he was able to make thirteen. 1t flashed 
across him that it was lucky he had bought 
Lucy those two pairs of stockings, sheer 
and fine, the day before. He had given her 
the check weeks ago at her suggestion. 
“Because, Charlie, since I know what I'm 
going to have anyway I might as well 
have it now.” 


He THOUGIIT as 
he and Lucy trimmed the tree that night 
that thirteen dollars for its tinsel, glitter- 
ing array didn’t make it compare to the 
strings of snow-white pop corn that had 
festooned the Christmas trees of his child- 
hood, looking like wavering lace on the 
forest-green skirts of the fir in his mother’s 
parlor. 

The world had seemed a place of plenty 
then only because childhood was a time of 
untroubled taking. It was the one time in 
life when everyone was an irresponsihle 
king—or should be. It was right that 
these little kings should have the benefit 
of what their subjects, the older people, 
could give. Perhaps it would be a memory 
that would make life happier later on. 


Christinas Secret 


(Continued from Page 23) 
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return-gifts! Let them beto your Angokok 
for his wisdom!” . . . So these were the 
Angokok’s own now! 

He met the White Man’s eyes upon him. 
“May his teeth ever be stuck in the 
marrow of the seal!” he said, his voice 
tremulous with feeling. 

The White Man drew a deep breath of 
relief. The old glint of amusement came 
back to his eyes. 

“But why did you not tell me,” asked 
the old man, “that he comes in the form 
of others? . . . At first I did not under- 
stand—and was troubled.” 

The White Man started and looked at 
him—not daring to answer, not sure just 
what he meant, how much he had seen. 
The old man deliberately selected a lump 
of sugar from the painted cup. 

“Thad not thought to see him with the 
eyes and voice of Neluk," he confessed. 
“Then 1 remembered your words—that he 
has no form. And 1 understood.” 

He set the sugar between his lips. 

“Ay, what difference whose form he 
uses to carry his bag?" 






It seemed to Charlie that he had only 
kissed Lucy good night when he was 
awakened by a storm of arms and legs and 
soft small bodies flung upon his and voices 
crying, “Get up, daddy. Merry Christ- 
mas! Get up. We got to see our presents. 
Hurry!" 

As he followed his little son downstairs 
it seemed to Charlie Peters that his own 
small self danced along in that eager, rest- 
less replica. He felt with the boy his own 
childish, inflamed eagerness, and in that 
little journey down the stairs the man 
wanted suddenly to weep out his joy that 
to this cluster of family the toil of his 
hands, the torment of his mind, could be 
transmuted into happiness for them. 


Lucy flung open the 
door of the living room. For a second 
there was a deep silence. The little tree 
seemed to be bowing to them with her 
glittering outspread skirts. White tissue- 
wrapped packages were at her feet. The 
sweet scent of pine perfumed the air. 

Charlie heard his little son and daughter 
squeal, felt Lucy’s cheek against his with 
the baby pressed between them, and then 
he saw his eldest dragging a huge some- 
thing toward him while Sister hopped at 
his side frantically. 

“Open it, daddy. Open it.” 

“Why—why, what in the world ~» 

“Open it, daddy. It’s for you. It’s 
from us to you. Oh, please hurry and 
open it, daddy.” 

And there it was. Seven shining golf 
clubs. Lucy was saying, ' We've been 
saving for so long. Every time you gave 
me money I'd try only to use about half. 
And the children helped. They ——" 

"I shoveled walks and I runned er- 
rants," Junior screamed proudly. 

“Thelped, too, didn't 1, mamma? Didn't 
I? 1 put things away and I — —" Sister's 
little upturned face pleaded. 

Charlie just looked at them. “Don’t 
you like it, daddy?" Junior shrieked 
terror-stricken, 

“Of course. Oh, of course. My —— 

Charlie choked. He turned to Lucy. “To 
think of you, of all of you, doing this for 
me." 
“It’s the only thing I ever heard you 
say you wanted," Lucy explained prac- 
tically. She turned the baby toward the 
tree. “Baby, see the pretty tree?" she in- 
quired gently. Sister and Junior rushed 
for the tissue-wrapped packages. Furi- 
ously they began to tear off ribbons and 
seals. Like royal kings they had given, 
like fine royalty they had forgotten. 

The secret of Christmas swept over 
Charlie Peters. 1t was that all people 
should feel like kings. 


» 
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At left: PEQUOT SHOW BOX —Tinted to 
match the sbeets within. 1 sheet, 2 pil- 
low cases, or 2 sbeets and 2 pillow 
cases. Prices depend on size of sheet— 
from about $3.75 to $6.75 for colored 
bems-—solid colors sligbily more. 


Below it: A PAIR OF PEQUOT PILLOW 
eases—colored hems—in an adorable 
folding box! So inexpensive they can 
even be given as bridge favors. So 
worthwhile, you'll be proud to give 
them to your dearest friend! About 
$1.50 to $1.75. Also in solid colors. 






PEQUOT BEAUTY BOX— NEW'!—of gleaming metal witb colorful 
picture under glass in the cover and large mirror inside. A really 
luxurious gift. Either 1 sheet, 2 pillow cases, or 2 sbeets, 2 pillow 
cases. Retail prices from about $5.95 to $8.50. Also in solid colors. 


WITH A 


WHETHER she's a bride, a bride-to-be, or a bride of yesterday—every woman with 





a spark of housewifely instinct gets a little thrill of pleasure as her fingers touch , CÉEDERRCUNESINLIBOS EI ARIO gums Daien ed 
B * tle. paper. 1 sheet in pull-out drawer, 2 pillow cases in top tray. Any of 
a gift of lovely, smooth Pequot sheets and pillow cases! It’s been so for genera- the 7 colors. Prices from about $3.95 to $4.50. Pair of pillow cases 


ë S a ^ only, about $1.50 to $1.75. Solid colors slighily more. 
tions—ever since the bride wore hoopskirts and blushed. 


Now you can weave this old, old trousseau thrill into the even older magic of 
Christmas. For there are Pequot sheets with pastel-colored hems, or luxurious solid 
colors—seven colors, guaranteed fast. They are daintily presented in gift boxes, gay 
as a jingle of silver sleigh-bells. These are aseful boxes, too—built to last —plan- 
ned to hold handkerchiefs, gloves, or stockings. Boxes and sheets—a double gift! 

Notice what a wide range of prices you may choose from, 
in selecting Pequot gift sets. Even the little pillow case set at 
$1.50 has that rare thing in a gift—assurance it will be wel- 
come. For it bears the shield-shaped Pequot label — symbol 





of America's most popular sheets! If your store cannot supply PEQUOT CEDAR CHEST — a ricb double gift. Genuine cedar-wood, 
A rm i brass-bound, with lock and key. A miniature bope chest! Contains 
you, please write to us, specifying colors and Sizes, SO We can either 1 sbeet and 2 pillow cases, or 2 sheets and 2 pillow cases. All 


7 colors. Retail prices from about $4.95 to $7.50. Solid colors also. 





direct you to a source of supply. Pequot Mills, Salem, Mass. 
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Sentence them 


to EASY 


labor for 


a LONGER lifetime 


ANY oil—even salad oil 
from your dinner table—will 
make household devices 
work better fora little while. 


But a little while is not 
long enough. What you need 
is oil that actually prolongs 
the life of appliances by 
keeping them in the pink of 
condition all the time. No 
oil can do this as efficiently 
as 3-in-One. 


Three-in-One is especially 
blended from animal, mineral 
and vegetable oils to do three 
important things at one 
operation. As it lubricates it 
also cleans old, gummy oil 
from bearings and working 


parts. At the same time it 
protects these parts against 
both rust and tarnish. 

All household appliances, 
from a simple caster to your 
sewing machine, need this 
triple protection regularly. 
But plain mineral oils will 
not give it. Neither will any 
ordinary blended oil, for no 
oil but 3-in-One is made 
according to 3-in-One’s 
scientific formula. 

Good stores everywhere 
have 3-in-One Oil in both 
handy cans and bottles. To 
guard against being sold 
inferior substitutes look for 
this trade-mark in red q 
on the can or bottle. 


THREE-IN-ONE OIL COMPANY, DEPT. A-47 
170 Vorick Street, New York 
260 Second Ave, Ville St. Pierre, Montreal, Quebec 


FREE: Write 3-in-One Oil, 





» 


Department A-47,170 VarickSt., 
New York, for useful sample 
and “Dictionary of Uses." 


LUBRICATES » » 
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Ulle Man Without a God 


(Continued from Page 17) 


The town of Hollwell used to stand at 
the place where two wagon roads met at 
the Carolina railroad. The city of nowa- 
days stands at the place where all the 
straight lines of a cosmos come bending 
back to meet. So it's natural you wouldn't 
know the city, who knew the town. 

Mills have overrun the old Depot Street 
section, leaving only the Methodist church 
standing where it stood, its steepled roof 
less high than the water tanks around it, 
and the door out of which Homan was 
hustled one night long ago darkened now 
but meagerly by the shadows of aging 
people, or of some younger mill hands 
lately come in from the country. 

That's not to say there aren't plenty of 
churches in the city. Uptown, in the maze 
of streets loud with the honkings of motor 
cars looking for parking places and bright 
with theincandescent beckonings of haher- 
dashers, dentists and round-the-world 
cruises, spark plugs, radio tubes and 
Hollywood stars—up therethe men who've 
built Hollwell built churches for their 
women, while they were building the 
sixteen-story Piedmont Mutual and the 
twenty-story Carolina-Astoria for them- 
selves. 


Great men, these of 
a generation that has accomplished the 
nearly impossible, taken a beaten, bank- 
rupt state and made of it the Colossus of 
Internal Revenue, razed a flat village and 
reared a pinnacle city, learned to wear the 
clothes New Yorkers wear, and looked 
into the iron eyes of the Machine Age with- 
out flinching—much. 

You ought to have a look at these men, 
Homan. Born within a decade one way or 
the other of the day when folks nailed you 
out of the schoolhouse, growing grizzled 
and stomachy now and a little tired in the 
mornings —you should come have a look 
at them, Homan, as they burn up city 
asphalt and county concrete on their 
fifty-mile errands, buy a farm with one 
penstroke and sell a country club with 
another, and go briskly through their 
evening stint of laughs with Buster Keaton 
or thrills with Greta Garbo. You should 
see them. 

And you should watch them, watch 
any one of them then as he comes out of 
the picture show, into the glitter and beat 
of the American night —how, as his neck 
cracks back and his gaze runs hypnotized 
up the windowed obelisk of the Carolina- 
Astoria across the street, his pace lessens 
and stops finally, and there he stands 
wondering, wondering how did all this get 
here, what have I to do with it, and 
where's it taking me? And beside him 
there, a big-eyed, white-lipped, bare- 
footed phantom of a farm boy, standing, 
wondering too. 

For that's all it is, after all, Homan, this 
middle generation, your farm boys of 
Breed County. To build this Hollwell 
they've had to think a Hollwell they 
weren't born in; who now would have them 
think much else? You ought to know, 
Homan, you who were asked only to think 
strata and monkey and whale; you'd be 
the last to close the door of the Carolina- 
Astoria against them when they're tired. 
and the door of the elevator that goes up 
to the Room. 


EIGHTEENTH, nine- 
teenth, twentieth story, there are doors up 
there with all kinds of names: “Rotary.” 
“Chamber of Commerce," “Kiwanis,” 
“Lions,” ‘Democratic,’ “Old Grad." 
And, a funny thing, the eye that sees will 
see that really they all open inward on the 
same big room, where aging fellows who 
were Southern farm boys can come and 
crowd together for a while. pull the win- 
dow curtains to shut out the whirring of 
the machinery and the height of the build- 
ing they’ve built, take off their collars, and 
not think. 


Here they are in their generation; 
they’re somewhat your doing; thank 
yourself. 

For what? What have they done, eh? 
Well, only this. Born of tired parents, ill 
fed, half educated and wholly human, all 
you asked these men to do was the work of 
giants. And somehow or other they’ve 
done it. And they're paying for it in their 
own way now. 

Still—was the game worth this candle? 
Is it the picture you had when you laid 
your heart on the railroad track and your 
body between the stones? 

But maybe you forget how slow a busi- 
ness this grinding is. Maybe it's simply 
that you haven't waited long enough, 
looked far enough yet. 

Pull back the curtain from the window 
and look at the sky. 


"Tux SKY. Inthesky 
a Carolina boy is thinking. Away down in 
the checker-board canyons of Hollwell the 
dusk runs like a mist; on the field beyond 
Rawt Creek they're lighting up in readi- 
ness for the mail ship's landing. Putting 
a goggled eye over the cockpit's side, Pilot 
Ferraro notes the indicated wind and 
banks slightly to reshape his course, with- 
out interrupting his thinking. 

What's he thinking about, this twenty- 
four-year-old Wyrick Ferraro? Is he 
thinking about the complex and perilous 
array of instruments just before him; how 
the wrong pull on this might send him 
spinning, the wrong twist on that bring 
the city of Hollwell zooming up through 
the ship’s nose with a world’s weight be- 
hind it? Or is he thinking rather of the 
city of Hollwell itself, what a strange place 
for men to live, sleeping in peaceless hives, 
working in metal bedlams, shuttling up 
and down stone towers in cages? Or still 
again, is he thinking what a wonder it is 
for the young to go on wings in three di- 
mensions, where the old never knew but 
two? 

No, he’s not thinking of any of these 
things. Why should he? The wonders of 
this scheme-of-things were the playthings 
of his nursery; its perils are his safety, its 
clangor his peace. He’s lucky; he hasn’t 
to spend nine-tenths of his mind in fighting 
the other tenth; vou did a lot of that for 
him, Homan. 

Well, then, this machine-minded young- 
ster, what is it he’s thinking about? 

He's thinking about immortality. 


A GLIMPSE of a darker 
square below him is what puts it in his 
mind. What used to be a burying ground 
in open country is now a West Side ceme- 
tery with residential blocks around it, and 
along one side of it in the dusk this evening 
a string of bright beads, headlights of a 
parking line. And Wyrick thinks: 

That's so. it's today they brought Rob- 
ert Exum home to bury. . . . The train 
of state arriving from Washington. . 
Notables in loaned limousines. . . . 
Ashes to ashes. String of head- 
lights shortening, bead by departing 
bead. . Train bell ringing in the 
station again, all-aboard for the nota- 
bles . . . "Bub" Exum left behind in 
the plain mound of his wish. in the quiet 
of theold burying ground, dust to dust. 

But Wyrick thinks. in the thirty seconds 
he has before he drops to the landing 
across Rawt Creek: Why dust to dust? 
How can you call Robert Exum dead? 
What's there about him that's not still 
living? His wish, his word, his almost 
angry compassion if that's what you call 
a man's spirit. how can you call Exum 
dead? Wherever English is read they carry 
on. His brain and body? He's got a son 
and a daughter, and the daughter's got 


(Continued on Page 107 ) 
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ERE is a real opportunity to obtain beautifully 
bound, vividly jacketed books of adventure, 
mystery, tomance—either to keep or to give for Christ- 
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mas. Each two books ate attractively boxed in a holiday package that you'll be 


proud to own, happy to give to a friend. You can easily do much of your Christ- 
mas shopping—for men and women, for boys and girls—by making your 
choice from these great books. 


$ è 
Charlie Chan Carries On 
Murder after murder was committed in 
the round-the-world travel party. A book 
for all wi s crave an ectie miystery. By 
Earl Derr ingerit. 


Daddy Long Legs. Whether or 
not you've seen this movie you'll want the 
book fut paet or to delight any girl. 
By Jean Webster. 


The Shepherd of Guada- 
loupe. Zane Grey writes of a feud blt- 
ter as death, of a love stronger than life. 
It's a book for ail. 


Fighting Caravans. Here 


you'll meet fierce adventure in the primi- 


How 


tive West of the early pioneers. What a 
gift for a boy! By Zane Grey. 


Ski PY. The everyday adventures of 
ari boy with hisdogand hispal. A story 
you'll always cherish. By Percy Crosby. 


Cimarron. Did you see the movie? 
Or know anyone who did? Then you 
know how this story will please almost 
everyone. By Edna Ferber. 


High Fences. she lived in smart 
New York .., he in a farmhouse. Both 
Were writers, they fell in love and then—. 
By Grace Richmond, 


Silver Slippers. A dance in the 
moonlight, days of delight hd disillusion- 
iment for a lovely girl. By Temple Bailey. 


Heart Throbs and More 
Heart Throbs. Two delightful 


volumes filled with favorite poems, stories 
and bits of humor. (Must be ordered in 
the set of two.) 


All Quiet on the Western 


Front. A best-selling book in four 
countries—beyond doubt the greatest of 
all war chronicles. By Erich Maria Re- 
marque. 


Blair’s Attic. As creepy a mystery 
of antiques, hidden papers and quaint 
Cape Codders as you could hope to read. 
By Joseph C. and Freeman Lincoln. 


F28 any two of the books listed on this page, 
send us only two new or renewal subscriptions 
for the Ladies’ Home Journal from people outside 
your family who do not live at your home. For any 
address in the United States send $1 for each 1-year 
subscription; $1.50 for 2 years; $2 for 3 years. 
Each subscription counts the same. For foreign 
and Canadian addresses, see title page. 


Mail the full amount you collect with your re- 
quest for the books. Your own subscription may be 
included in your order, but it cannot count toward 
the books. We will forward the books at once, 
postage prepaid, to any address* other than that of 


mv 
. 





to Claim Your Copies 


one of your subscribers. The request for the books 
must be accompanied by the subscriptions re- 
quired and the full amount necessary; subscrip- 
tions sent previously do not count. 

For three books, secure and send three subscrip- 
tions; or send five subscriptions for any six books. 
(Boxes are available in the two-book size only, so if 
you order an odd number of books, the odd book 
cannot be boxed.) Only orders for two or more 
books will be accepted; do not send one subscrip- 
tion for one book. 


*On account of imposts, no orders can be accepted for 
books to be shipped to foreign countries. And for each book 
ordered for Canada, add 10c to cover duty. 
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“Thrifty Dishes” or Party Treats 
— it’s all the same to Walnuts 


SUGAREN WALNUTS arc slmple to prepare, but what a 
delicious treat tbey are. Here's the recipe: boil 1 cup sugar 
aud 14 cup water uutil mixture threads ou a fork. Remove 
from fire and add E teaspoon vanilla, Pour 2 cups Dlamoud 
Walnuts iuto syrup and stir. When sugar begius to crystal- 
lize, pour nutmeats on platter, separate with fork aud cool. 
(Note: See our free recipe book for additional Walnut caudy 
receipes. Aud youkuow how everyone ilkes Waluut caudies!) 


Watnut Prune SovrrLÉ 

Add a few graius of salt to 3 cgg whites aud beat until stif. 
Then add 14 cup sugar slowly and eontinue beating uutil the 
whites are glossy. Fold in £ cup prune pulp, 4 teaspoon 
cinnamou, }4 teaspoon vanilla extract, and 24 enp coarsely 
ground Diamond Walnuts. Turn into a buttered baking 
dish and bake in a slow oven (325? F.) 20 to 3o minutes, 
Serve bot or cold with cream or a custard sauce, decorated 
with Waluut halves, Serves six. 


Rice anp Watnut Loar 
Beat 1 egg, add 94 eup milk, 1 eup bread crumbs, 114 cups 
cooked rice, 1 cup ehopped Diamond Walnut kernels, aud 
sage, salt, and pepper to taste. Mix tboroughly and put in 
a buttered baking dish, Bake 3o miuutes, Serve with tomato 
sauce, Servas four, 


SEND FOR THIS FREE RECIPE BOOK 


You'll fud many deligbtful recipes In our 
free booklet,‘ For That Final Toucb—]ust 
Add Diamond Walnuts.” Also scores of 
suggestions for improving everyday dishes. 
Write foryourcopy now, Address Dept.1-7, 


CALIFORNIA WALNUT 
GROWERS ASSOCIATION 
Los Angeles, California 
A purely cooperative, non-profit organizas 
tion of 6212 growers, Our yearly production 
ever 70,000,000 pounds, 


Aud don’t forget Diamond 
shelled Walnuts (mixed halves 
and pieces) packed in two sizes 
of vacuum sealed tius, to keep 
them always fresh and aweet, 
ready for iustaut use, They ate 
exactly the same tender, ma- 
turc, fül.flavored kerucls as 
Diamond Walnuts in the shell, 
Many women have found it 
pays to keep doth dindsou hand, 
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M NO ‘EXTRAVAGANCE 
BUG -A-BOO” 
to mar this year’s Holiday Feasts! 


Walnuts are a 
WONDERFUL BARGAIN 


today = = 
Just note your grocer’s prices 


This is the year to make dreams come true—to 
have all those wonderful treats you've always 
wanted, with no,bug-a-boo of extravagance to mar 
your enjoyment ! 

This is bargain year on so many important foods— 
especially on Walnuts. Not in 15 years has your 
grocer been able to offer such low Walnut prices, 
Never before has he been able to offer you such real 
Walnut value for your money, as he now offers under 
the Diamond brand. 

Diamond Walnuts have always been the pick of 
California’s famous groves. They’ve always been 
the finest Walnuts in the world. But we found out 
that even the best could be improved. We learned 
how to grow them better—and we've set higher 
grading standards over the years. They’re much 
better than even Diamond Walnuts were 15 years 
ago, when you last saw such low prices. 


At today’s bargain prices, there’s actually often 
a saving in using Walnuts in holiday cooking—and, 
of course, right through the year. For Walnuts, 
added to inexpensive foods, will often take the place 
of dishes that cost twice as much. They give 
ssChristmas dinner goodness’’ to everyday meals. 
They add a «final touch” to cakes and cookies, salads 
and desserts, A dish of salted Walnuts is always wel- 
come. And homemade candies simply aren't com- 
plete without these crunchy kernels. 


Of course, it's doubly important now to be sure 
you get Diamond Walnuts, for a bargain isn't really 
a bargain unless you're sure of high quality as well 
as low price. And, fortunately, you caz be sure. 
Every nut is dranded; the Diamond trademark 
stamped right on the shell. Just see that at least 97% 
of the Walnuts you are buying show the Diamond 
trademark. Naturally, there are different sizes and 
varieties, selling at different prices; but regardless of 
variety and size, Diamond Walnuts always give you 
more and better kernels per pound, 

Ask your grocer about his bargain prices. He’ll 
probably make it worth your while to order several 
pounds—enough for all your holiday uses. In fact, 
when you learn how cheaply Walnuts now supply 
food value, as well as holiday cheer, you'll probably 
want to let them help solve your Christmas gift 
problem, too. What more practical gift than 5 or 10 
pounds of fine Walnuts—economical, rich in Christ- 
mas traditions, sure to please! 
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(Continued from Page 104) 


sons, did his brain and body are alive in 
them, if ever afiything’s alive. Look at 
yoüng Bill Exum, at Carnegie, if you 
doubt it. 

And from this, with the supple swiftness 
of a thought that hasti’t to look out what 
it thay hit and hurt, Wyrick’s wheels to 
his father. Look at him, the youngster, 
and say what of the father is not alive in 
him. That the father is a great name, great 
engineer and greater teacher, while the 
son is nobody but a kid out of college, 
biicking a mail ship with grease on his 
tiose—with the clear, straight, almost 
ruthless candor of his age Wyrick knows 
that this has nothing to do with what he’s 
thinking about. What he’s thinking about 
is something of Eugene Wyrick Ferraro 
that has neither name nor age, but is 
sothething of Wyrick Ferraro as truly. 
Something endlessly and passionately 
wondering at the spectacle of men looking 
backward, machine makers fearful of the 
machines they make. pygmies offered 
gianthood and afraid of gianthood. 


Anp from his father, 
Wyrick's thought flies to Mary's father. 
Great red-clay farmer, greater teacher, if 
old Horatio isn’t alive in that girl, in every 
gesture of her stubborn curiosity and gay, 
quick humor, then there’s no such thing 
as being alive. 

Wyrick is glad. He's glad it’s Mary he's 
crazy about. He's glad that when he and 
Mary have children, if they have children, 
the two old men who've worked so long 
together will come at last to live together 
in those children. 

And suddenly, with a grease-spotted 
grin, Wyrick is glad there's an afterlife for 
mothers too; glad Mary has got the iin- 
thortality of mamma’s legs to carry on, and 
thartima’s eyes and skin and turn of throat, 
rather than papa's. Oh, boy! He's glad. 
Glad of everything about Mary, of mind 
and of body. . . . 

What a lot a fellow can think about in 
thirty seconds. . . . 

Bounce, and a rubbery run. Good 
landing. . . . 

Afterward, as he walks across the field 
to where his flivver is parked, Pilot Fer- 
tato thinks sothe more. 

“I wonder if I've got to eat; wonder if 
1 couldn’t go üp there right now. Wonder 
how you put it üp to a girl that knows 
she's going to marry you— whether she'll 
marry you?” 


BACK ROOM. "Next! Good 
evening, mister, nice day today. You want 
a shave, all right? One minute, 
please. (Brush, you come here, 
listen; them guy in the back room got to 
shut up a little. Tell 'em Nick say shut 
up 
(Yes, boss, I done tell 'em three time 
already. It's the old gent'man do the 
hollerin’. Want me for throw him out? 
You do it, boss? O. K.") 

“Please, one minute. mister; you got 
plenty time? I going to be back in just one 
minute." 


Suort, dark, puissant, 
Barber Nick fills up with the thickness of 
his chest the little speak-easy room that 
opens on the alley out back. 
“Look here, old man, don't tell them 
guy, tell me, I’m the boss. What you want, 
huh?" 


All right, that's fair enough; tell him 
through your whiskers, ancient bar fly! 

“I want a half pint." 

“O. K. You got a dollar, old grand- 
pa?. What-a-matter, Gus, the 
gentleman’s got a dollar, ain't he? . . . 
Where you get this dollar, old grandpa?” 

“Horatio.” 

“Don’t know the guy. O. K. Now you 
got the half pint, what you going to do 
with it, old grandpa?” 

“Bury Bub.” 

“Don’t know the guy. O. K., come on, 
geddahdahere!” 

“Barber, have you got a brain?" 
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“Me got a brain? Sure! Got a nice 
one." 

“You say you've got a brain, barber. 
We'll see. Tell më, barber, what about 
Jonah?” 

“Don’t know the guy. Jonah who? ... 
Now, listen, listen, cut it! . . . Any 
you gentlemen know what the old drunk 
holler about?” 

“Same way he’s been for a half hour, 
Nick, gettin’ mad we don’t know his 
friend. Nobody that name comes around 
here, Gus says.” 

“Maybe he means Jonah like a black 
cat, Nick.” 

"T give him a black cat in theeye.... 
Geddahdahere!” 

A boot. 

Out in the dark of the city alley. 

Bang! 


Back ALLEY. Homan, 
you're a scandal, to have hung around the 
alleys and dumps of living so long. When 
atown goes, the town pump goes with it, 
and the town radical and the town drunk. 
What in the name of common decency are 
you doing here, in Hollwell the city? Of 
what tether do you wait the breaking, of 
what clock the striking, of what picture 
the rheummisted flutter on the screen? In 
short —if you’ve any notion of it yourself, 
balancing your old bones end-on-end here 
jn the stumbling darkness— what do you 
want? 

The dump lot across from the depot is 
cleaned up and built up, as you wanted it. 
Hollwell is not only bigget, it's hand- 
somer; it’s a cleaner living than a farmer’s, 
wider of horizons than a mountaineer’s, 
safer, freer. Breed County has learned 
from Horatio to plant food for itself as 
well as cotton for the brokers. Carolina's 
paying scientists to teach her children to- 
day what they found out yesterday, and 
Yale’s had to take a Southern licking. 
Where there were wrong-headed, rough- 
handed men of the church once to throw 
you out the front door for denying Jonah, 
here you're thrown out of back doors by 
men who've never heard of him. So that's 
that, Homan. Isn't it enough? 

For Lord's sake, man, what do you 
want? 

A drink, eh? Well, there's the flask in 
your pocket; what's to prevent? 

Something. You knew, a minute ago, 
but you've forgotten. It was something 
though. Why not ask somebody out there 
in the incandescent hubbub of Wilson 
Avenue? 

Yes, but whom to ask it of, once adrift 
out here in the hubbub? These Hollwell 
city people? You can't, unless you've a 
bull’s voice and a megaphone. Even jos- 
tling you, they’re too far away and too 
small. The rheumy water in your eyes is 
made up of innumerable particles; in the 
globe of each one a multitude of midget 
people wheels around and around, chasing 
minute, brilliant replicas of light-posts and 
taxicabs and picture signs, squat buildings 
and long, lean buildings, and windows, 
windows, windows. 

What about windows? One window, 
gray with dust, giving out of the “drug 
end” on a littered area. Man hunched on 
a box inside, staring, all the daylight and 
all the twilight, while the wheels of funeral 
carriages come and go. . . . Who's 
dead, Homan? . Doc is dead, and 
it's time to go to the burying ground. 

Here, hold up, old muddlehead! Doc's 
been moldering forty years. 

Who then? Bub? 


Heaptines seen in 
thrown-away papers; glimpses, but hours 
ago, of limousines with black coats in them, 
filing out along this same avenue, that used 
to be the road across the Drill Field to- 
ward the burying ground. 

Yes, it’s Bub. 

It’s a longer road than it used to be. If 
you walked in the road, old days, the clay 
ruts were easier for your feet to climb out 
of than are the stone ruts of tonight, if 
you walked alongside then, the weeds 
were less heavy to wade through than are 


these thickets of faceless people. And these 
lights and lights, interminably strung. 

But maybe it will still be dark and 
desert in the burying ground. 


BURYING GROUND. Dark? Why, 
it’s bright as gold. Desert? With all these 
young-uns? Look at Bub there on the 
second bench, his big mouth tight shut 
ovet his arithmetic, one wide ear blue with 
the sky in the eastern, the other yellow 
with the sun in the western window of the 
schoolroom, and the hair of his fist- 
propped head a tousled halo against the 
open doorway— where a bumblebee sails 
in to circle and circle, buzz and buzz. . . . 

Here, old man, where do you think you 
are? Rub your eyes and look again! 

Wreaths, pale on a blackness of turf; 
ringed gravestones rimed with the frost of 
a thousand distant lights. A thousand dis- 
tant tumults, alarums and excursions, iron 
and asphalt, all in a whisper. 

Now you remember. Now there's an- 
other sound, a small, fluid ejaculation. 

Gug-gug. 

That’s more like it; drink ’er down! 


Yas, it’s dark enough 
tonight here inthe burying ground, but it’s 
not quite desert. There’s whispering of feet 
that tread on gravel, neither near nor far. 
And there are voices that come and go, de- 
tached, disembodied, wandering as it were 
in the italics of illusion through the reality 
of your dreams. 

“I love you, Mary." : 

“T love you too.” 

What's happened to time; who's 
türned it back? Old shadows of youth 
afoot, old syllables of love breathing be- 
tween the stars and the graves. But what 
can you expect in the burying ground 
where the bones of the body that was 
Dixie's when you were young lie in the 
grave? Mayn’t there be an hour in the 
night quiet when the ghost may forget the 
bad years and walk in its youth again, and 
talk of its loves a while, and of its wars? 

“From here you'd say all the North wants 
is power, and plunder.” 

“Its what the South’s fighting for that 
matters, because they’ ll win.” 

“TI reckon, in the end. Because they know 
what it is they want.” 

Queer, dear youth of another Dixie, so 
sanguine, so certain. Open an ear, 
Homan! 

“ Do they know really, Wyrick? Any more 
than we knew here, North and South in our 
Civil War?  Mighin't it be, over there in 
the south of China now, they imagine it’s 
Lenin they're fighting over, and itll turn 
out to be Henry Ford?” 

Fantastic phantoms! Rigamarole! 

“Tt sure might. When Old Man Bear goes 
to bed with Old Lady Dragon ——" 


Wharrt's rubbish to 
plague you, Hotnan. Don't letit. Shut up 
theear you opened, get back to the reality 
of your flask—the reality of its emptiness. 
You see? 

“It must be over here, Mary; I smell the 
Stowers. . Good Lord!” 
“What! Is it somebody? Who is it?" 

“What's he think he’s doing? I wish 
you'd look. High as a kite.” 

“Why, I hnow him. It's the old man my 
father helps — Uncle Homan.” 

“Homan ——?” 

* Macy. They say he used to be ——” 

“Ts that Homan Macy? My--good— 
Lord!” 

Shadows enlarging, voices emerging from 
their italics. 

“Look up, Mr. Macy. No, it’s all 
right—I know you, sir." 

“JT don't know you, do I? Who are you, 
boy, and how do you know me?" 

“My grandmother told me. She took 
sick on her way to Italy when I was a kid, 
in Switzerland; I was with her till she 
died. She told me all about you, Homan 
Macy. I’m named for her, Wyrick Ferraro. 
She was Cynthia Wyrick.” 


(Continued on Page 109) 





from ordinary sausage 


as day from night 


VACUUM COOKED PORK 
SAUSAGE...WITH THAT 
DELIGHTFUL NEW 


country-fresh flavor 





and here are some of the 


differences 


K PERFECTLY SEASONED— Recently devel- 
oped by Rath sausagechefs, BLACK Hawk 
Vacuum-Cooked Pork Sausage will give 
you a new idea of how good sausage can 
be. Every link made from choice, extra- 
lean pork, seasoned with a mastet-blend of 
fine spices that has taken years to perfect. 

te READY-COOKED—Sealed air-tight as 
soon as made, then vacuum-cooked right 
in the tin to bring to you the full country- 
fresh flavor. Ready to brown and serve 
—only four minutes from tín to table. 

* NON-PERISHABLE— To be good, sau- 
sage must be fresh. And there can be no 
question about the freshness of Rath’s 
Vacutitri-Cooked Pork Sausage. It keeps 
perfectly without refrigeration. 

* SO ECONOMICAL—Here at last is pork 
sausage that escapes the usual frying-pan 
shrinkage—a shrinkage often more than 
50 per cent. Since it does not fry away, 
Rath's Vacuum-Cooked Pork Sausage 
is even more economical than the best 
grades of ordinary sausage. 

* Large size, 45c; regular size, a meal for 
small families, only 25c. Order today, for 
breakfast tomorrow. 


THE RATH PACKING COMPANY 
WATERLOO, IOWA 
4 > S Coo ked inthe tin, 
& to keep the 
\ flavor in" 







BLACK HAWK 


VACUUM-COOKED MEAT PRODUCTS 


Whale Ham Quarter Ham Whale Chicken 
Half Ham Park Sausage Half Chicken 


Send this coupon for FREE copy of helpful booklet, Quick 
Modern Menus. Also, if your regular dealer hasn't It yet, 
enclose 25 cents and your dealer's name for regular-size tin 
of Rath's Vacuum-Cooked Pork Sausage, sent postpaid. 
Name.. one 
Address. 
City... Tam EE a 
Dealer's Name. ou i IEEE 
Fil! out and mail to The Rath Packing Co., Waterloo, Ia. 
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Here are but a few of the Martex 
Bath Sets in matching colors— 
towels, wash eloths, bath mats. 
$1.00 to $15.00 in Box Sets. 
$1.00 to $10.00 in Cellophane. 
AbbovosHarlequin inthe newesteolor 
—coral. Chie and very amusing. 
Center: Fleet, showing the yacht an- 
eborage at night, is a good one for 
your ocean minded friends. 

At right: Bubbles, of airy grace is 
sure to please for it is one of our 
most popular patterns. 





Above: Basque—a new inspiration 
from ihe cabanas of southern France. 
In pure, regimental eolors — particu- 
larly appropriate for the man’s bath- 
room... or if be enjoys a plain white 
towel, ask for yperial. Itis the larg. 


est, whitest, heaviest towel made. 
A t right: Lotus—a smart four-corner 


design, excellent for the average size 


bathroom. 


Ai right: Poinsettia—a new pattern 
of instant popularity, shows massed 
groups of the tropie blossom. 


Color Mote: All these patterns 
(exeept Basque) may be had in 
coral, peach, yellow, green, blue 
or orchid. Basque comes in 
white, with Brcen, orchid, orange 
or blue and black stripes. 

At all good department stores 
and linen shops. Wellington 
Sears Co,, 65 Worth St, Ni Y. 
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(Continued from Page 107) 


“Cynthy. Yes, I remember. She was 
married by a priest, wasn't she?" 

“‘Why—I suppose so—my grandfather 
was a Catholic, I suppose." 

"What's your faith, boy? Have you 
got any faith? " 

“Nothing but!” 

“Who’s that girl there? Looks like 
Horatio’s young-un. Girl, have you got 
any faith in anything? . . No, no 
dang it, no! Don't take hold the boy's 
hand, girl. Stand by yourself and answer 


What’ s happened to you, Homan? Is it 
the whisky after all—graveyard whisky 
still potent even in a short half-pint to 
work an ancient magic? Or, rather, is it 
something deeper than guts of whisky in 
you, some moment of youth’s impas- 
sioned vigor put away, hoarded through 
years, to spend at the last need now? 

“Answer me, girl; have you got a faith 
to go on with?” 

“Uncle Homan, I'l have to answer 
with Wyrick, ‘Nothing but !'" 


Do YOU mean it? Don't 
fool me, young-uns; tell me. I've been 
waiting a long, long while for the answer 
to something that’s plagued gne—ever 
since I took your God away from you it’s 
plagued me. How are you going to get 
along without?” 

Listen, you two young-uns of the South 
of tomorrow, this old heap here is the man 
who paid for you, stumbled scared of him- 
self in the beginnings of a third dimension 
so that you might go unfrightened along 
the frontiers of a fourth. So talk. And talk 
his language. That’s right, Cynthy’s 
grandson! 

“Get along without what, sir—a God? 
Why, we've got one, making.” 

“A God Almighty?” 

"All mighty? How do we know, when 
we're hardly beginning to know yet the 
least fraction of what is a//?"' 

“When are you aiming to know, son?” 

“We? Never." 

“When are you going to get your God 
Almighty finished then?' 

“Never, I hope.” 

“Why do you hope, never?" 

“Because then it wouldn't be any bigger 
a God than we knew how to make. And 
besides. d 

“You talk as if it was some enormous 
machine you’re making, boy.” 

“It’s not some enormous man, that's all 
I know. And besides ——” (Here's a 
strange way for a mail-flying young ex- 
footballer to be talking, isn't it? Never 
mind, Wyrick; it'sa strange night and a 
strange place, and anyway, it’s not you 
talking any more, it's Cynthy, and she 
knows.) “And besides, Homan, if we never 
finish we'll never get through asking. Get 
through asking, once, and you begin tell- 
ing, and you know where you are then. 
Finished for sure." 

"Isee. . . . Only—are you going to 
be good? Without a heaven to reward you 
and a hell to punish you?" 

“What have reward and punishment 
ever had to do with being good?" 

“I see—at least I reckon if you see, 
Horatio—or I mean, Cynthy—or is it 
Bub? I—I'm kind of tuckered.” 

“It’s all three, Homan.” 


Goon: Kind o' tuck- 
ered. . . . 'Tain't that you don’t look 
good, young-uns; danged if you don't look 
better and stronger'n ever you did, and 
Clearer spoken. All I wanted to make sure 
you'd got something to go on with —before 
I go back." 

Back where? Where do you mean, Ho- 
man; tell them; they want to know. 

“Where does he belong, Mary?” 

“Don’t know, but we've got to get him 
somewhere. Help, that side.” 

“Come on, old fellow, up with you!” 

Old fellow, eh? What a good one on 
them, not to realize that the old one is gone 
beyond their grasp; not to perceive that, 
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for all his droll masquerade of rags and 
veins and whiskers, it's a little Breed 
County farm boy they're hoisting in their 
arms. 


GOSPEL TRAIN. Lifting your tired 
boy shoulders from the red hoeing be- 
tween the cotton rows, there's the sun 
going down fat into Adam County at 
last, long last. A 

“Well gel | a taxi on the avenue, and find 
out as we go.’ 

. . And there at last is the engine 
whistling whooh-whooh for the Drill Field 
cut and the end of day. 


So IT has an end, after 
all. Sometimes, since a morning almost 
forgotten, it's seemed as if evening would 
never come. Sometimes, beating at the 
clay clods with a dulling hoe, it's seemed 
almost as if the row must have slipped 
from between its fellows, got out of uncle's 
field somehow or other, and gone wander- 
ing at hap and hazard —— 

“Taxi! Intotown. . . . 
Jind out from him, Wyrick.” 

-— wandering at hap and hazard for 
miles, more miles than you'd think there 
could be in the flat world of Breed 
County, and years. Sore-footed miles, 
heavy-hearted years. 

Well, if there were monkey-shines as 
strange as that, son, why did you follow 
that row? Just because your feet were in 
it? Why have you kept on knocking at 
the clods of chimera this day long? Just 
because you had a hoe in your hands? 
And because a boy does keep on till he’s 
called at the day’s end? 

“Come on, please now, try and tell us, 
uncle." 

Who's that, as far away as out of the 
county. "Uncle?" What about uncle? 
Ah, yes, there's uncle now, going down 
along the snake fence with his hoe over 
his shoulder, calling: 

“Come on, Homan, time for supper, 
come on along." 

Weary as you are, you've a sudden, 
queer fright he'll get away from you, and 
you run. 

“Uncle, wait, listen; after supper can't 
we go to meetin', uncle?' 

“Sure for certain we'll go to meetin’. 
Look at your aunt, dressed in her Sun- 
day best, and your cousin Tom and cousin 
C . We'll eat in a hurry, so’s we 
won x ‘be late for the singin'." 


“Yep, unde. ... 


aunt.... Le's hurry. ... Hurry up with 
them traces, Cal, you're all thumbs. . . . 
Geddap, mule!” 

“No, it’s down he wants lo go, Wyrick, 
toward the station.” 

“ But there's nothing there. What he wants 
ts a hospital." 

“How do we know what he wants? He 
wants il. . Driver, turn down.” 

Turn down, mule, down into the main 
road, and geddap! Geddap! 

“Tf me and Cal get out and walk, uncle, 
we'll make it faster. Look, there's the 
Wyricks, and Edgar and May's walkin', 
and so's Cynthy. Come on, Cal. 

Hi, Edgar! Hi, May—and Cynthy! Le's 
walk like walkin’, We'll be late. I’m 
a-scared —— 

“A-scared! Aw, who’s a-scared? Ho- 
man’s scared! Scared calf!” 

“I ain't, neither, scared—I mean I’m 
tuckered. Gee, if you-all hoed the cotton 
I done today; seem like it’s a million 
acres; gee-dang!" 

“Aw, swearin’, swearin’, who's swearin’, 
goin’ to meetin’ too!" 

“T ain’t—I ain’t never swore. Did I, 
Cynthy? (Oh, yes, God, I did so swear, 
and I’m scared and I’m sorry, I’ve swore 
and done a lot o' things and been a lot o' 
places, and forgive me, God our Heavenly 
Father, please, amen.) Come on, hurry! 
I'm a-scared we'll be late. Come on with 
me, Cynthy, le's sing something, le's sing 
When the Roll is Called Up Yonder." 

Up yonder, where the afterglow's still 
burning in the top of the sky tent, burning 


Now try and 


Yep, 


fire of rose to warm the close old plain, 
light the road to meeting. 
. . up yonder, I'll be there.” 

There where the rose is fading now, and 
the night-blue overcreeping, and the star 
chinks showing, one by one. So hurry, 
hurry, for a boy's frightened, and he's like 
to cry. 

"Aw, who's cryin’? Homan's cryin’; 
look at Homan cryin’.” 

“ Look, Wyrick, he's crying now." 

Railroad's passed, so's burying ground; 
here's Hollwell houses coming. . . 

How big they look in the new dark now! 
Hurry, hurry! Grab hold a hand, Cynthy; 
there's lights in the church already; see 
the glow of 'em underneath the pines. 

“ But there's nothing but station and mills 
here, Mary, and that old church.” 

" Let's wait and see.” 


Cuurcu in the pines; 
what huge big pines they look tonight, 
big as big square mountains towering 
against the narrowed stars. And what a 
sound of trains! 

Chuch-choooh! Ding-dong! Bell ring- 
ing. All aboard! 

All aboard for where? All aboard for 
heaven! Gospel train. 

Wait! Hold on, Conductor Jesus; 
there's a boy, he's late a little, but he's 
running. Help him up, somebody, up the 
car steps, through the door! 

“But Mary, he can'l know where he's 
going. It seems a shame ——” 

“I know, lhis church, bul it’s none of our 
business; help him in.” 

All aboard, wanderer; get aboard the 
train. 

Who are all these folks in here, rocking, 
rocking, all so misty? Why, they're nobody 
but all the folks in a boy's world, all the 
folks that know a boy and will look out 
for him, rocking, rocking; lean fathers, 
worn mothers, bony playmates, conquered 
but unconquerable, rocking, body of the 
South where a boy was born. 

*Homan! Homan! Here's Homan, got 
aboard the train! Glory to the Lord!" 

“Yes, Cynthy! Yes, uncle! Yes, aunt! 
Yes, everybody! Yes!" 

“Yes, son!" 

“Yes, father!" 

“You look tired, young-un; you've 
hoed a hard row and a long row, and what 
do you want to rest you now? For the 
laborer is worthy of his hire." 

“If I can have what I want, father, I 
want to see ———" 

In Depot Street Church tonight, in the 
meager meeting, there are some that are 
young, come up from farms to be mill hands, 
and some that are old, hanging on. There's 
only a few old enough to know what's 
brought County Clerk Gilkyson's widow up 
on her octogenarian legs shouting: '' Looks 
like Homan—’tis Homan—infidel, sot and 
sinner, come through the power of Christ 
crucified, come to Grace before he dies!” 

“Tf I can have what I want, father, I 
want to see —— 


Yov want to see Adam 
walking in the quiet of the Garden, I know, 
young-un; want to see Noah riding the 
stormflood, Jonah delivered out of the 
whale's belly, going up to Ninevah; want 
to see the Wise Men coming on their cam- 
els to Nazareth; want to see the stone of 
the sepulcher rolled away." 

Outside on the steps, Wyrick and Mary 
stand and study. 

“At first thought it seemed a shame, Mary, 
surrender. Now I don't know. I think I 
begin to see, a little.” 

“I think I begin to see, too, Wyrick.” 

Well, you don’t see, quite; you'll never 

see, never have to, Mary and Wyrick. You 

weren't born when that mill was grinding, 
weren't born till the flour was bolted and 
the bread made. 

“And if I can have what I want, father, 
I want ——" 

"You want to lie on the Bosom, and 
say, 'Now I lay me down to sleep,' and 
sleep." 

(THE END) 
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Nurses and other sore women are constant users 
Vapex 


Fight 
YOUR COLD 


... ASLEEP OR AWAKE 


Use Vapex at the first sign of a cold. 
Breathe away distress in its delight- 
ful and refreshing vapor. 

It’s very easy to use. Merely 
sprinkle a few drops from the bottle 
on your handkerchief or pillow. 


And it’s really the modern way 
of relieving colds. For Vapex was 
discovered accidentally when it was 
found that the vapor from certain 
chemicals protected workers from in- 
fluenza. The same chemicals, greatly 
concentrated, are in Vapex today. 

$1 a bottle of 100 applications. 
About 1c for many hours’ relief from 
your cold. Ask your druggist for 
VAP-EX. 

E. Foucrra & Co., Inc., New 
York, Distributors of Medicinal 
Products Since 1849. 





A few drops on your handkerchief 


VAPEX 


Reg. U. 8. Pat. Off. 
Breathe your cold away 

































































If ever you can't sleep because of a cold, try Vapex on 
your pillow 
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wt fud WELL SHAPED HEAD, FINE FULL CHEST, STRONG BACK AND 


STRAIGHT LECS to the hulp af Bottled fumshine 


About one baby in every ten develops the right 
kind of bones and teeth, doctors tell us. 

Just think! Only one baby is likely to grow 
up with a properly developed framework ... 
with beautifully spaced, even teeth that will not 
decay easily ... And the other nine, they are 
building bones and teeth less than perfect! 

The imperfection may be so slight that a 
watchful mother cannot detect it. Even the pene- 
trating X-ray may not be able to picture it. 

Enough for every mother to know the danger 
of improper bone and tooth formation exists so 
that she can protect her baby‘against it! 

To do this, she must make sure her baby gets 
enough of one special factor every day — Vita- 
min D! This is the factor found in sunshine and 
Bottled Sunshine. 

Unless babies receive all the Vitamin D they 
need, their bones and teeth will not form properly. 

And at this time of year, sunshine alone is 
not sufficient. Bad weather, clothing, clouds, 
smoke prevent the sun from shining directly ou 


baby's bare skin. Ordinary window glass filters 
out the sun's protective rays. 

So mothers have come to rely almost entirely 
on Bottled Sunshine— good cod-liver oil. It is the 
rich, dependable source of Vitamin D for babies. 

Babies also benefit from another factor in cod- 


liver oil Vitamin A. It promotes growth and , 


helps protect them against winter ills. 


For au abundance of both these factors, Vita- : 
mins A and D, mothers should be careful to select | 


a really good cod-liver oil, like Squibb’s. 
Squibb Cod-Liver Oil is specially protected 
against harmful exposure to air and moisture. 
Squibb guarantees its vitamin content. 
Remember—Squibb’s is the guaranteed, 
eitamin-rich cod-liver oil. It may be obtained, 
plain or mint-flavored, at any reliable drug store. 
Squibb has a special 10 D Oil —lt contains ten times as much 
of the bone-and-tooth building factor, Vitamin D, as standard 
cod-liver oil. When babies are growing rapidly, they benefit 
so greatly from it! Your physician knows how good it is. 
Squibb Cod-Liver Oil with Viosterol-10 D also supplies ba- 
bies witb Vitamin A. It comes either plain or mint-flavored. 





| Two resistance-builders for the family— 
Older children and grown-ups favor the 
pleasant Squibb Mint-Flavored Oil. And it's 
wonderful for them! Rich in Vitamin A, it 
helps to protect against bothersome nose 
and throat troubles. Those who object to the 
oil find equal protection in Squibb Adex 
Tablets. They are a concentrate of the 
vitamins in Squibb Cod-Liver Oil. Grown- 
' ups, particularly, will appreciate the ease of 
taking them. At any good druggist — the 
_ Squibb Mint-Flavored Oil and Adex Tablets. 


. Free. . . Helpful booklet, * Why Every Baby 
, Needs Bottled Sunshine.” Write E.R. Squibb 
| & Sons, 745 Fifth Avenue, New York City. 
! 
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COD LIVER OIL 
PLAIN OR MINT-FLAVORED 


Produced, tested, and guaranteed by E, R. Squibb & Sons, 
manufacturing chemists to the medical profession since 1858. 
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surrounded with minted apples? What- 
ever meat you choose, garnish it lav- 
ishly for this gala family feast. 

Your imagination may hold sway in 
your choice of appetizer and dessert. They 
can hardly be too festive or colorful. We 
suggest omitting soup, because keen appe- 
tites are needed for generous portions of 
turkey and “fixings.” For the fruit 
spears, you can substitute pineapple 
straws for our grapefruit and orange seg- 
ments and chopped guava jelly for our 
mint-flavored one. 

If your party is exclusively for grown- 
ups, plum pudding or mince pie is always 
correct. But with these richer desserts we 
suggest a simple lettuce salad with pi- 
miento dressing. Frozen desserts offer 
great variety. The cheery red of a rasp- 
berry ice is especially attractive for Christ- 
mas. Dippers of vanilla ice cream make 
an intriguing heap of glistening snowballs 
if they are served on a chocolate-sauce 
base. 


MARSHMALLOW ICE-CREAM Loar. Fes- 
tive, delicious, simple, our selected dessert 


Al Yaletide Dinner 


(Continued from Page 22) 
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is versatile. Place a brick of your favorite 
ice-cream choices on an inch-thick oblong 
of cake. Cover the top with marshmal- 
lows and toast lightly under a hot flame. 
Use a few toothpicks to hold the layers 
together if necessary. Vanilla ice cream is 
excellent on a chocolate or spice cake, but 
sponge or angel-food cake are wiser selec- 
tions for harlequin assortments. We pic- 
ture pistachio and chocolate. 


KENTUCKY STUFFING. Instead of serv- 
ing little sausages around your turkey try 
this flavorsome use: Combine two cupfuls 
of bread crumbs, three cupfuls of crum- 
bled corn bread, half a pound of highly 
seasoned pork sausage, one minced onion, 
half a cupful of hot milk and two egg 
yolks. It will stuff a ten-pound turkey. 


APPLE-RING-AND-CARROT SALAD. Cut 
large rosy apples into inch slices. Core 
but do not pare. Place on lettuce nests. 
Fill the centers with grated raw carrot, 
top with a green-pepper star and serve 
with French dressing. Or use cream 
cheese and ginger in your apple hollow. 


Votes Will End Gang Rale 


(Continued from Page 9) 


contributions becomes an important fac- 
tor in corrupt politics. 

Organized crime is always open and 
notorious. You can know absolutely in 
your own community that there is an al- 
liance between politics and crime—that 
you are living in a corrupt community — 
if slot machines are permitted, if viola- 
tions of the Prohibition Act are open, and 
if gambling places or vice resorts are no- 
torious and easily entered. 

Open crime cannot exist without official 
coóperation. If, on the other hand, crime 
is furtive, you can know that your repre- 
sentatives are to a degree diligent. 

When, in 1927, I was appointed United 
States Attorney for the district in which 
Chicago is located, the city was wide open 
and crime was rampant. A new adminis- 
tration had been elected on a pledge not 
to enforce certain laws—more particu- 
larly the Prohibition laws. And criminals 
had flocked from all over the country to 
take advantage of the situation 

As is always the case when lawless men 
are permitted to have their way for a time, 
the criminals were out of hand and arro- 
gant beyond belief. 

In 1928 came the opportunity to elect a 
new state's attorney. We selected a neigh- 
bor, Judge Swanson, and made the issue 
against the alliance between organized 
crime and corrupt politics. 

The gangs were so stupid and power 
drunk that they imagined they could 
scare off our people and terrorize the city. 
They shot and killed one of our Italian 
leaders on his way home from a political 
meeting. 

A few days after that, on a cold March 
night, I came from addressing a meeting 
with my wife and Mrs. Swanson. We left 
Mrs. Swanson at her home a block away. 
and when I entered our house a newspaper 
telephoned to say that a dynamite bomb 
had just been exploded at the home of 
United States Senator Charles S. Deneen. 

While I was talking, a terrific explosion 
rocked the house. I told the reporter on 
the other end of the wire that another 
bomb had just been set off and he replied: 
“Well, they are going to blow all of you 
up tonight and you had better look out." 

I hurried down to Judge Swanson's 
house and found that every window and 
door in the house, as well as the eaves on 
the second story, had been blown out by a 
bomb that had been thrown behind his car 
just as he drove in from the street. By 





sheer luck no one had been hurt. The op- 
position settled the case by a statement to 
the effect that Senator Deneen and Judge 
Swanson had blown up their own houses! 

The primary election brought out every 
thug and gangster in the city. In a river 
ward an honest Negro lawyer was pursued 
by the gang in charge and murdered. 
Another gang so severely beat a man that 
he will be blind forlife. Many were slugged 
and beaten. We sent out a group of young 
lawyers from the Chicago Bar Associa- 
tion to watch the count. They were all 
kidnaped and held in a temporary jail, and 
some were badly beaten and robbed. 

But all this was to no avail. The decent 
citizens in any community are always in 
the majority, if only they can be aroused. 
The attempts of the criminals completely 
to capture the city brought out the vote 
and we nominated and afterward elected 
Judge Swanson. 

I am telling all this only to show that 
organized crime cannot exist if the citizens 
will bring themselves to act. In that elec- 
tion the criminals threw in all their re- 
sources, but they could not win. 

Then we laid our plans to strike in Chi- 
cago Heights, a city of some 23,000 people, 
which had been completely corrupted and 
where the Federal laws were being vio- 
lated daily. Alcohol was being manufac- 
tured there almost as an industry. It was 
also a clearing house for stolen automo- 
biles. Sixty-two murders had been com- 
mitted there in five years without even an 
arrest. It was a city beyond the law. The 
murders were among rival gangs, and the 
gang wars were for profits yielded by open 
violations of nearly all laws. 

We brought in a squad of tried and 
tested Federal agents from Washington 
and sent them under cover to Chicago 
Heights. Our agents were quickly spotted 
and heavily bribed. A gangster by the 
name of Marino acted as paymaster. The 
agents took all the money that was of- 
fered and then turned it over to the proper 
officers. 

When they had completed their evi- 
dence they took out the stills, and the 
gangsters, being unable to comprehend an 
honest officer, accused Marino of keeping 
the money himself. They killed him in 
front of his place of business. 

In their rage they also suspected the 
town marshal of an adjoining suburb as 
having somehow aided us, and they killed 
him as he sat reading in his kitchen. 
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P saa IS A 
MATTER OF VITALITY 


The tired, listless woman is not only lacking in personality, but loses much 











of the joy of living. To be always vitol, fresh and energetic, requires only a 





simple, inexpensive addition to the regime of the toilette. After bathing, you 






lightly rub the body with the Floral Eau de Cologne of Cheramy. The effect 






is instant and lasting—a new, a thrilling sensation. You are charged with 





life—anxious to dress, conscious that you will look and be your best. 







When the bath is either impossible or inconvenient, a little Floral Eau de 





Cologne dabbed on arms, neck and forehead will immediately re-energize, 






cool and refresh. 





The Floral Eau de Cologne of Cheramy is an exclusive blending of finest 






Eau de Cologne with a wide selection of the most desired of bouquet and 









floral fragrances. It is a toiletry of unique and indispensable virtues, and is 


also the most inexpensive form in which perfume can be used. 
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Lavande Fousére Muguet 
Violette (Fern) Ciel Bleu 
Pois de Senteur 





Lilas 
Rose 


(Sweet Pea) 


Jasmin 
Capp! 





APRIL SHOWERS 
Priced from 25c en ounce to $3.75 
the flacon of thirty-two ounces. 
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Sunbaths 


FOR BABY 


—even on rainy days 


with this wonderful new 
G-E Bathroom Sunlamp 


Only 





You know how Baby frets on rainy, 
gloomy days, when he can’t get out for 
his sunshine bath. And you should fret, 
too, until you get him a G-E Sunlamp 
to take its place. For you know just how 
important sunshine is in helping him 
grow. Science tells you that ultra-violet 
rays of the summer sun helps to build 
strong bones and teeth, and to increase 


bodily resistance. 


Fortunately for Baby—and for the 
whole family —it is these same beneficial 
ultra-violet rays that are approximated 


so closely in the new G-E Sunlamp. 


This new model is to be installed on 
the wall or ceiling of your batbroom, 
where it is out of the way, yet ready for 


instant use, and perfectly safe to use. 


Use it for Baby's "sun" baths, and 
let the whole family use it—when bath- 


ing, shaving, shampooing. 


Other G-E Sunlamps, for living room, 
sunroom and office, range in price from 
$34.50 to $59.50. See your G-E dealer, 
or send for booklet on the benefits of 


ultra-violet. 


When wiring ot re-wiring your home, specify the G-E 
wiring system, It provides adequate outlets conveni- 


ently controlled, and G-E materials throughout. 


GENERAL 
ELECTRIC 
SUNLAMP 


Merchandise Dept., Section L-5012, 
General Electric Co., Bridgeport, Conn. 


Please send me free booklet "Sunshine and Health,” 


telling all about the benefits of ultra-violet. 


Name 
Address 
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They suspected an Italian workman 
and his wife of giving evidence and they 
killed them. 

By this time the Federal investigation 
had been completed and the new state’s 
attorney had come into office. We were 
ready to strike. We secretly issued what 
warrants we needed and at four o’clock 
on a Sunday morning descended on the 
town with one hundred police and Federal 
agents—we had seen to it that there could 
be no tip-off. We took possession of the 
city hall and the jail and rounded up the 
people we were after, together with their 
books and records. 

The state officers smashed four hundred 
and fifty slot machines in the public 
streets, as an object lesson, and the books 
showed that the revenue from these ma- 
chines alone ran to $700,000 a year, di- 
vided equally between the storekeepers 
who housed them and the syndicate that 
owned them. The police also filled gunny 
sacks with revolvers and sawed-off shot- 
guns. 

Wiping out the gangs gave the decent 
citizens of the town a chance. They elected 
honest officials and since that raid three 
years ago there has not been a murder in 
that town. 

In somewhat the same fashion we 
cleaned up the beautiful little city of 
Rockford, Illinois, where the better citi- 
zens had held aloof from politics until it 
was too late and the gangs had gained 
practical control. We indicted sixty-nine 
gangsters in one conspiracy indictment 
and sent thirty-six of them to the peni- 
tentiary on evidence the Federal agents 
had ferreted out. 

'These raids were spectacular. If they 
had been only that, they would have been 
nothing. But the records that we seized 
involved certain politicians and higher-up 
gangsters whom we could not otherwise 
have caught. For they had no direct con- 
nection with any of the criminal offenses, 
and a conspiracy case is very difficult in- 
deed to prove in court. 


We caught these men on their income- 
tax returns. Considering themselves be- 
yond the law, they had scoffed at the idea 
of paying income taxes. The records gave 
us a clew to the money that had come to 
them and then, by running down their 
bank accounts, we built up a series of 
cases against politicians and gangsters 
and, up to the time of writing, each of the 
cases that has come to trial has resulted in 
a conviction. 

The income-tax laws are a backhanded 
method of getting at these people to punish 
them for crimes which primarily are within 
the jurisdiction of the state and county 
officers. 

There is a distinction between offenses 
against the state and offenses against the 
Government which under ordinary cir- 
cumstances ought to be preserved. The 
police power of the Federal Government 
is extensive and has been growing— 
largely because in some sections local 
government has refused or has been un- 
able to do its duty. 

Crimes connected with the national 
currency, the national banks and the 
postal service are naturally within Federal 
jurisdiction, but it was not until 1910, 
with the Mann Act prohibiting the taking 
of women across state lines for immoral 
purposes, that the Federal police power 
became definite. This act was popular 
and so was the act making it a Federal 
offense to steal from common carriers in 
interstate commerce. 

Then in 1914 came the Harrison Nar- 
cotic Act, which was really the forerunner 
of the Volstead Act. The Federal criminal 
laws have further been extended to cover 
the officers of banks which are members of 
the Federal Reserve System, and also to 
meet the transport of stolen automobiles 
across state borders. 

Federal power is extensive—possibly it 
is too extensive. Certainly the Federal 
criminal laws have multiplied faster than 
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How Mask: ODS You Wint or 


CE nsns ? - 


OW much money do you 

need for Christmas? 

Not just to "get by," but 
to have a real Christmas. : 

The kind you've dreamed 
about . . . plenty of dolls and 
toys for the kiddies, new dresses 
for Mother— perhaps a watch for 
the Man . . . lovely things for 
your friends. . . . 

Whatever sum you need—you can 
write your own check for it in The Girls’ 
Club. It's here— waiting to be earned at 
the price of just your spare time! 


5465 inan Hour! 


HOUSANDS of girls and women are 
doing it right now! Mrs. Allen writes 
joyfully: 
In one short hòur I earned $1.65 and within 
two weeks had a big Christmas fund. 


Mrs. Hamilton says: 


How happy I am to find that I can have more 
than just money for Christmas. Only last week 
my Club dollars helped to buy a lovely coat with 
rich fur. 


Why not write asking for details about 
the Club this very day? Pick up that pen 
or pencil now . . . the sooner you write, 
the sooner you'll begin earning. The ad- 
dress is: 


MANAGER OF THE GIRLS' CLUB 
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738 INDEPENDENCE SQUARE 
PHILADELPHIA, PENNSYLVANIA 
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CORNS 













Put one on- 
the pain is gone! 


— 


M — 
—pr Scholl | 
T fino pads i 


This gives you 
quicksafe relief , 


from Corns, : ij 4 
sore toes and & 
tender feet .™ 


Pain Stops Instantly ! 


The instant these thin, easily applied, 
soothing, healing pads cover the sore 
spot, pain CEASES! After that it will 
never bother you again if you apply Dr. 
Scholl’s Zino-pads whenever new or tight 
shoes irritate. Their mild medication 
and protective feature which removes 
the cause—shoe friction 
and pressure—produce 
this magic relief! 


100% SAFE! 


Cutting your corns is too 
dangerous—opens way to 
hlood-poisoning. Using 
harsh and caustic prepa- 
rations often causes acid 
hurn. Use Zino-pads and 
he safe! Made in special 
sizes for Corns, Corns 
hetween toes, Callouses 
and Bunions. At all drug 
and shoe stores. Cost but 
a trifle. 


D! Scholls 
Zino-pads 


The richest child 
is poor without 
MusicalTraining. 


entury 


Surer Music 


Say "CENTURY " and get the world’s Best 
Edition of the world's Best Music by the 
world's Best Composers. It's 15c (20c in 
Canada) 2500 selections for Piano, Piano 
Duos, Violin and Piano, Saxophone, Mando- 
lin, Guitar and Vocal. Get free catalogue at 
your dealers, or write us. 


Century Music Publishing Co. 


239 West 40th Street 
New York City ] 3 c 


The richest child is poor without Musical Training 







FOR CALLOUSES 






















YOU can earn good money in spare time at 

home making display cards. No selling or 

canvassing, We instruct you, furnish com- 

plete outfit and supply you with work. 

Write to-day for free booklet. 

The MENHENITT COMPANY, Limited 
745 Dominion Bldg., Toronto, Ont. 





26 of the money you 

O di d 

Save 6074 ir pent gn 
Lucretia Vanderbilt 


$2.50 DOUBLE 


COMPACT 


SIX 
FOR $5.50 


The same famous beautiful, blue lacquer, 
silvered compact in bli ise sold 

smart store: 
Lucretia 
Powder (Natural, Rach 
Rouge (Light, Medium or 
















‘at once. 
GROVILLE SALES CO., 501 5th AV., N. Y. C. Dept. C 


Please send me. comparte, Enclosed is $___ 








Powder Color. Rouge Color — — 





Name |... —— —— i 


Address. e 
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Flapjacks are a camp 
cook’s specialty...every 
man who works in the 
North Woods demands 
them for breakfast. 


City men take a tip from lumberjacks 


e enjoy a real north woods breakfast 


IN the morning it isn’t get- 
ting out of the right side of the 
bed so much as "what do we 
eat?” that decides the kind of 
day lumberjacks will have. 


Cook's answer had better be 
*flapjacks!" or trees won't get cut, 
logs hauled. 


Up in the North Woods the best 
flapjacks in the world are eaten 
with lots of Vermont Maid Syrup. 
“We just drown ’em in Vermont 
Maid!” say the lumberjacks. “It 
has an old-time flavor that makes 
flapjacks more tasty.” 


Packed in Vermont by Vermonters 


No wonder!...old-time Ver- 
monters make Vermont Maid up 
in Burlington. Sons of a State 
famous for its fine syrups, they 
skillfully blend the cane and maple 
sugars to make a golden-brown, 
smooth syrup more delicious than 
any you ever tasted. 


Novw all over the country 
wives are discovering that the 
North Woods lumberjacks are 
good judges of what every man 
likes—their husbands too relish 
a breakfast of tender flapjacks 
drowned in Vermont Maid Syrup. 





















Surprise your husband tomor- 
row morning with a North Woods 
breakfast . . . the kind he's been 
wanting for a long time. 

Your grocer has Vermont Maid 
Syrup in convenient glass jugs that 
can go right on the table. Penick 


& Ford, Ltd., Inc., Burlington, Vt. 


SEND 10¢ FOR GENEROUS SAMPLE 
Penick & Ford, Ltd., Inc. 
Dept. L-12, Burlington, Vermont 


Lenclose 10¢ for generous sample bottle of 
Vermont Maid Syrup and recipe folder. 


Name 
Address. 


Cane and Maple Sugar 
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GLAMOUR OF LONDON’S MAYFAIR IN 





To change a hath from mere routine to an nccasion. The Compendium Set. 
Yardley’s English Lavender Bath Crystals (a generous 
hottle) to soften and perfume the water, and Yardley’s 
fragrant, delicate, English Lavender Soap for complex- 


ion and hath. 81.50. 















































Yardley's English Lavender, the perfume, a charming 

fragrance for all informal occasions , . . 

container. $2. Also in wickered hottles from $1.50 to 
87.50, and ent-glass decanters at $12. 


in an exquisite 


More than the gift itself, are its associations. .. . And a very small 
gift may be very precious, entirely apart from its intrinsic valuc. 
... There is a glamour about these holiday sets of Yardley’s English 
Lavender . . . the glamour of Bond Street, where they are bought 
. .. the most exclusive shopping street in all of Europe. The 
glamour of Mayfair, where Yardley products have been at home 
among English aristocracy for more than a century and a half. 
... And more than these, the glamour of a subtle, delicate fragrance 


that remains unchangingly in fashion. . . . Tt is not difficult to choose 


YARDLEY’S 


English Complexion Cream, 
Cleansing Lotion, three eakes of Yardley’s Soap, Eng: 
lish Lavender, iteelf, Shampoo and Rinse, Bath Salts howl).  Yardley Lavender After-shaving Lotinn and 
Tahlete, Smelling Salts, Compressed Blossoms, Compact, 
Lipstick, Face Powder, Tale. Ina satin-lined hox. $13.50. 





Cream in its engaging ivory-tinted pot; Yardley’s Eng- 
lish Lavender Soap; English Lavender Face Powder; 
Cleansing Lotion; and the English Lavender itself. 85. 
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CHRISTMAS GIFTS 








A most acceptable gift to a fastidious man. Yardley's 
Shaving Soap (a liberal supply in the intriguing wooden 


Yardley's Invisible Tale in a handsome metal container. 
In a shagreen-finished hox. $3.25. 





The English Complexion Set. English Complexion That diverting vanity, the triple compact. Powder, 


rouge and two fnllsized interehangeshle lipstieks ln 
day and evening shades. In a smart silver-finished ease 
with charming panel in colors, $3.50; gold finish, 85. 


a Yardley gift. It may be something enchantingly small . . . two 
gold lipsticks in a tiny box . . . or something quite impressive . . . 
the perfume in an elaborate cut-glass decanter . . . or one of the 
complexion sets . . . a make-up box for the woman who travels .. . 
a leather-cased shaving set for the man. . . or the compendium set 
with its complete assortment of Yardley things. There are gifts for 
every occasion, at almost every price. $1.25 to $13.50, at all good 
stores. Yardley & Co., Ltd., 452 Fifth Avenue, New York; in 
London, at 33, Old Bond Street; and Paris, Toronto and Sydney. 


LAVENDER 


M THE PRINCE OF WALES 
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the Federal criminal machinery. But it 
has become the fashion for citizens, when 
local conditions become very bad, ulti- 
mately to turn to the Federal authorities 
for relief, in the faith, which I am indeed 
glad to say has not been misplaced, that 
the Federal wheels of justice cannot be 
tampered with. 

The Federal courts can do nothing with 
respect to most forms of crime that the 
local courts cannot do, but in my own 
jurisdiction I have stretched the Federal 
law to the utmost in order to demonstrate 
that organized crime is not beyond the 
law if the law-enforcement officers do their 
duty. 

The enforcement of the income-tax 
laws is a duty laid upon me and it is im- 
portant to punish those who would evade 
their just taxes, but it is even more impor- 
tant to the community for the gangsters 
to be shown conclusively that they are 
not beyond the law. 

lt makes little difference in my mind 
for what particular crime they are jailed, 
just so long as they are jailed. 

If you can get a gangster into jail, then 
not only is his power in the gang broken, 
but tlie lips of many witnesses are un- 
sealed. 

It is often argued that violations of the 
Prohibition Act constitute the chief 
crimes, and that if Prohibition were re- 
pealed there would be no problem of or- 
ganized crime. I do not propose to be 
drawn into a discussion of this contro- 
versial question, but to discuss the facts 
as I have learned to know them. The ap- 
parent unpopularity of Prohibition makes 
it a convenient alibi. 

Public officers who directly or indirectly 
are beneficiaries of Prohibition-law viola- 
tions say that they are unable to enforce 
the law because the juries will not convict. 
And so they make little attempt to enforce 
any of the laws which would quickly wipe 
out organized crime. 

The Prohibition laws are not very diffi- 
cult to enforce up to the point where the 
violations become furtive —if the Federal 
and the local officers will cooperate. Open 
violations can be stopped and the offend- 
ers sent to jail. I have found that in a 
Prohibition case a jury will convict on 
proper evidence as surely as it will in any 
other case. If a case is not properly pre- 
sented the fault is largely with the police 
and the prosecuting attorney. 


The Cost of Crime 


F PROHIBITION violations can be 

made furtive —and that is possible—that 
will be the end of organized crime in so far 
as Prohibition is concerned. Again let me 
repeat that Prohibition violations are only 
one of the sources of easy money for gangs. 

Organized crime depends upon protec- 
tion and it must be free and open in order 
to be profitable. 

But in point of money, gambling and 
not bootlegging is the best source of easy 
money and also. judging from the many 
gangster records that I have been over, it 
is the largest single source of revenue. 

If we should repeal Prohibition the 
gangs would still go on, for they would 
still have gambling. trade racketeering 
and vice. And they are rapidly building 
up a new source of income —kidnaping 
citizens for ransom. 

The only cure for organized crime is to 
take away its political protection, for 
then its profits will vanish. If you take 
the money out of crime as a business there 
is nothing left. And then we must frankly 
meet a situation as it is. To sit down idly 
and wait for laws to be repealed or changed 
is like supinely letting the enemy advance 
in war while waiting for a new model of 
gun to be perfected. 

It must not be thought for an instant 
that public officers who violate their oaths 
of office by making it easy for criminals to 
commit crimes are only negative offend- 
ers, If graft once enters a political system 
it extends in every direction. The evidence 
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of this has come to me clearly through the 
investigation of income-tax returns. 

I have found that the political favorites 
among contractors as a rule grossly pad 
their pay rolls and also have a habit of 
taking great sums in currency from their 
banks and arbitrarily charging them to 
the cost of the contract. I have in mind 
one instance where a contractor took out 
more than a million dollars in cash and 
charged it to the cost of the public con- 
tracts on which he was working —although 
all the material, labor and other charges 
which could be traced to the work were 
paid by check. It is not difficult to imag- 
ine where these great sums go. 

The cost to the public is appalling. Ina 
group of twelve contracts which our ac- 
countants ran down, the profit was more 
than two and a half million dollars on a 
gross contract sum of somewhat more than 
three and a half million dollars. A profit of 
six hundred thousand dollars on these 
contracts would have been large, although 
under certain circumstances legitimate. 

'The profits that were taken were not 
profits at all. They were graft. They could 


What. then, can the respectable, law- 
abiding man or woman do about all this? 

The police in the larger cities seem to be 
helpless. The petty murderers are caught, 
but while there is a great fuss and furor 
after every big gang murder no one is ever 
convicted and punished. 

The gangs seem to go gloriously on, and 
a citizen does not have to be very observ- 
ing to note th«t when a town is wide open 
for liquor, gambling or vice it is also wide 
open for holdups and bank robberies. 

After crime reaches a certain stage and 
becomes arrogant, a citizen may well feel 
helpless and think the best he can hope 
for is to keep out of the range of a bullet. 

The citizen is not helpless. No crime, 
organized or otherwise, is beyond the arm 
of the law —if that arm is devoted to the 
service of the public. There are more 
honest policemen and prosecutors than 
there are dishonest. 

Also there are no confessions. The one 
that I mentioned is the only one I have 
ever encountered, for the gang leaders 
have succeeded in completely terrorizing 
their followers. I have had gangsters tell 


CNoel-By Frances M rost 


PON the ever-turning earth, 
Under the broken midnight 
shy, 
Gather an honr for this birth 
And let the silver flakes go by. 
Itnsh the passion and the hate, 
Let month forsake the crying 
mouth, 
Stand in the shattered night and 
wait 
The star long-darkened on the 
south. 


Lifi from the lovely breast your 
head, 
‘Take from y our hand the clinging 
hand, 

Recall no living throat nor dead; 
Let silence lie upon the Iand. 
Put hy the blade and battle horn, 

Let feasts be stopped and songs 
be still: 
Many a child this night is born 
And storm yet walks the 
southern hill. 


Upon the silver-covered ground, 
W hde the midnight climbs the 
shy, 
Let there he no breath of sound 
Save the new born children’s cry. 


not have been taken without the conniv- 
ance of the public officers. There was noth- 
ing astute about the way the money was 
taken. 

The point of all this recital of crime is 
not to show how badly off we are and 
against what a tremendous force we are 
working, but to demonstrate that crime 
breeds crime and, if the bars be let down 
for one kind of violation, whether this be 
Prohibition, gambling, vice or something 
else, the bars will be let down for all kinds 
of crime and criminality will quickly ex- 
tend through every division of govern- 
ment. 

Thus it is that our citizens are taxed 
very heavily for crime. The indirect taxes 
which are paid in the things one buys are 
impossible to estimate accurately. I think 
that a billion dollars a month is a very 
conservative figure. 

The amount that is paid in direct taxes 
because of graft within public offices is 
beyond estimate. 

The evidence that has come to me 
through the income-tax investigations is 
so startling that, if I were to make any 
estimate on my information, I should un- 
doubtedly be accused of the grossest ex- 
aggeration. 





Suspended are the falling flakes, 
And clear and bitter is the far 
Southern sky; the silence breaks 
And hails a lost and burning 
star! 


Now with the clear and growing 
dawn, 
Now witb tbe yellow -streaming 
sun, 
Lean, and softly look upon 
The lives that were, this nigbt, 
begun. 
Look on the faces aud the hauds, 
Look on the tiny breathing 
breasts— 
Warriors of a hundred lands, 
Soldiers of a thousand quests! 


Now with the wide and golden day, 
Now when the great sun swings 
above 
The turning carth, recall the way 
An hour was gathered out of 
love; 
Recall the silence and the steep 
Midnight and the darkness 
blessed 
By the star that every child will 
keep 


Burning forever in y our breast! 


me the full facts about certain crimes, but 
always they say something to this effect: 

"will tell this to you, but I will not tell 
it to a jury. If you want to put me in jail 
go ahead. Some day I will be out again 
and I will have my neck. But if I tell the 
story to a jury I am as good as dead.” 

That kind of story is information, but 
not evidence; the latter is information 
which a witness will give as testimony in 
court. 

Witnesses are terrorized; no matter 
where a gang murder happens, there are 
never any eyewitnesses who will identify 
anyone. The combination of money and 
fear checkmates the usual police methods, 
even when the police are honest. 

But the cases are not so difficult if one 
uses secret-service methods and under- 
cover men. The Federal Government has 
plenty of men who are not only fearless 
but far too clever for any crooks yet born. 
These men are incorruptible, for they are 
in services that have traditions. It is not 
easy to ohtain or to train good detectives, 
hut they can be had —if those who employ 
them look only to the public good and are 
themselves beyond suspicion. 

The Government has never in the his- 
tory of the country failed to ferret out and 





break up any gang that it went after. The 
limited number of men in the employ of 
the Government cannot cover the entire 
United States. 

The modern gang is not clever and pre- 
sents no great difficulty once its protec- 
tion is removed. Take Al Capone. He is 
90 per cent a symbol and only 10 per cent 
a master criminal. He is careful to keep 
three or four persons removed from any 
crime; he is never even near anything 
that happens. 

To that is due the success of his crim- 
inal career; but he has not made much 
money that he could keep and has kept 
little or nothing of what he has made. 
Most of the time he is broke; if he gets 
money he blows it in and keeps no records 
of how he got it or what he did with it. 

For the rest, he seems to be a strangely 
hkable fellow, according to many citizens 
and public officials who have been indis- 
creet enough to accept his hospitality. and 
I have been astounded at the number of 
respectable people who call upon him for 
aid in kidnapings, labor troubles and other 
affairs where the police do not function. 

IIonest and capable law-enforcement 
officers can break up organized crime and 
make all crime so furtive that it does not 
represent easy money. 

The responsibility for electing good offi- 
cers rests with the citizens, and all organ- 
ized crime can be traced to the neglect of 
the ballot by the good citizens. 


La w Observance 


N ONE Chicago election the more re- 

spectable wards polled scarcely 40 per 
cent of their registered voters, while the 
gangster wards polled nearly 90 per cent. 
That is the case everywhere. 

A citizen may not vote because he 
thinks that his single vote means nothing. 
It means a great deal, for political leaders 
above all want to stay in power and the 
moment that citizens begin to show an 
interest in elections the character of the 
candidates becomes better. 

It is never necessary tooverthrow whole 
parties in order to get better government. 
Asarule, theold parties can provide better 
government than new reform parties, for 
they know their way about better and are 
not so easily hoodwinked. And the old 
parties will always throw out their corrupt 
members and put forward good men if the 
people demand good men. 

First-class men can, as I have indicated, 
make short work of organized crime. 

But that is not the whole duty of the 
citizen. He cannot expect law enforcement 
unless he himself obeys the laws. If he 
chooses what laws he will obey he will find 
others—and some of them will be crim- 
inals—choosing what laws they will obey. 

In my experience it is impossible to 
treat the Prohibition and gambling laws as 
mistakes and then expect all the other 
laws to be obeyed as though they were 
sacred. 

Those who advocate disobedience of 
any law take on themselves a heavy re- 
sponsibility. 

And finally there is the moral side. If 
parents accept gangsters as heroes instead 
of as criminals they are very apt to find 
their children growing up in the easy ways 
of disobedience to laws. It would be well 
for parents generally to know something 
about crime and criminals. 

Even at the best, the life of a gangster 
is rosy only in spots and for very short 
periods. Out of one gang of forty-seven 
that has been studied over a period of ten 
years, these facts came out: 

Four members have reformed and are 
leading proper lives, while nine are still in 
the business of crime. All the others have 
been killed, are in the penitentiary or have 
been so broken by wounds or dissipation 
that they are derelicts on the streets. And 
that was noted as a successful gang. 

The law as it stands is everywhere more 
powerful than crime can ever hope to be. 
But the law can never be more powerful 
than the citizens, by their votes, will it 
to be. 








116 


il 


99636 069,090)90,5^/9)0259080000* 0^0 04009 6*3 00 99/9603 


=j 
Sj 
Ez 
c 
(am) 
=l] 
|m] 
3 
= 
— 
L- 
= 
jaan] 
E 
I 
=| 
=] 
= 
ic 
| 
| 
== 
= 
E] 
Ci 
(me 
— 
=] 
[=m] 
=] 
=] 
=] 
[=] 
=] 
=] 
E 
Es 
=] 
=] 
— 
= 
iL 
ca 
ca 
= 
[==] 
iL 
= 
= 
TE 
cH 
ra 
=] 
= 
j=] 
=] 
=| 
=] 
== 
ro] 
=] 
s 
=] 
= 
j=] 
TS 
=] 
= 
C1 
=] 
Ea 
L3 
c 
La 
c 
=] 
=] 
=] 
L- 
ca 
c 
Lr 
c 
iL 
j=] 
=! 
iem] 
L1 
=) 
=] 
a] 
c 
=) 
==] 
= 
= 
=] 
=] 
= 
i= 
Ii 
LL 
La 
La 
L3 
==] 
=] 
C| 
= 
ja 
=] 
(emet 
c 
=] 
=] 
=] 
(a 
C: 
a 
c 
=) 
=] 
E 
ot 
=] 
cs 
T= 
=] 
[==] 
c 
==] 
= 
=j 
C3 
t 
=] 
[mu] 
r-3 
| 
[=] 
L3 
=| 
= 
fom} 
cS) 
(= 
=) 
L3 
==] 


D 
p 
i 
* 
$) 
e| 
[^ 
| 
$ 
D) 
D 
D 
H 
B 
L2 
n 
D 
E 
$ 
L9 
le 
s 
" 
L 
s 
e 
e 
b) 
* 
e] 
be 
D 
D 
b 
v 
D 
e 
k 
2; 
as 
E. 
s 
» 
8] 
D 
D 
D 
Li 
s 
D 
D 
[2 
e 
Le 
[2 
b 
E 
$ 
| 
s] 
. 
LH 
L 
* 
H 
D 
z 
$) 
Li 
ls 
2i 
k2 
$] 
p 
b 
p 
E 
s 
e 
I 
ej 
e 
b 
e 
r 
9| 
[2 
bo 
e 
e 


Em N e NN a 


XC XCCCOOCICES 


OnHnA«193l 


LADIES' HOME JOURNAL 


Three Weights f Ruder 


Only a powder in the right weight for your skin can lend it that creamy transparent surface. A heavy 
powder on a dry skin will “cake.” A light weight powder on a shiny skin will disappear. 

HARRIET HUBBARD AYER bas, therefore, distinct textures of powder; individually blended for the 
dry, sensitive skin; for the average skin; for the skin inclined to be oily. Now you may choose your correct type, as 
well as your own tone of powder. 

All are of traditional HARRIET HUBBARD AYER purity, 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER'S Face Powder. As light as down, So fine that it is almost imperceptible. Yet, for this reason, it lends 
the ideal film to the very dry, finely grained skin. 75c, $1.50. 


LUXURIA Face Powder. A perfectly balanced powder for the average skin. Neither light nor heavy, it just blends into the skin in a 
transparent bloom which lasts for hours, $1.00. 


BEAUTIFYING Face Powder. A new powder of medium weight. Marvelously adherent to the normal skin. Smartly boxed for the 
dressing table. $1.00. 


AYERISTOCRAT THEATRICAL Face Powder. Created for the skin inclined to shine. It is rich. It is superadbesive. Yet it does 
not clog the pores. It does not “coat.” It spreads a natural, lasting finish over the skin which remains until it is removed. 50c, 756, 


$1.50. 


In addition there are six specially lovely medium weight powders, exquisitely packaged and scented, that make charming Christmas 
gifts, Darling $3. Sweet Miss Mary $3. Princess Charming $2. Red Rose $1.50. Violette Petales $1.50, Face Powder de Luxe $6. 


All these powders come in Flesh, White, Rachel, Peach, Ayerblonde, Ayerbrunette, French Rachel. 


For further information on the HARRIET HUBBARD AYER preparations, 
send for the free booklet " All for Beauty." 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER 


INCORPORATED 


BEAUTY PREPARATIONS 


LONDON "NEW YORK ‘PARIS 





December, 1931 
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go-to-church movements apparently neg- 
lect to analyze this fact. A man would bea 
poor merchant, indeed, if he saw his busi- 
ness dull while that of his competitor flour- 
ished, without doing something about it. 

You couldn’t keep a store if you only 
opened one day a week or perhaps a day 
and a night or two. You can’t keep a 
church alive that way either! 

Every Catholic church with a pastor is 
open seven days a week. Wherever a priest 
is connected with a church at least one 
Mass is celebrated daily. The coldest, 
darkest, stormiest winter morning will 
find a goodly number hearing an early 
Mass—simply because they wish to. My 
point is that if they do want to go, there is 
a Mass for them to attend, which is like 
having the goods customers want on your 
shelves if you keep a store. 

Our parish used to have one daily Mass— 
now we have at least three, all well at- 
tended, each addition having been made 
in response to a growing demand. Many 
downtown churches have as many as five 
morning Masses, each as crowded as the 
Sunday Masses. There are weekly Holy 
Hours too, devoted to prayer, periodic 
noonday services and various devotional 
exercises of one kind or another several 
nights a week, always well attended. I 
know a central-city cathedral which is 
filled for service at five-thirty-five every 
evening. Quite a few churches in every 
large city have services every evening. 

The world, as I see it around me, far 
from being in the irreligious, even pagan 
state we hear so much about, seems hun- 
gry, starved for religion. The services I 
have outlined briefly are not offered as 
bait or as a stimulus. They are merely 
provided to meet a demand. 

Now what are the right selling meth- 
ods? Results are the only proper gauge. 
I will give just one example: 

I know a church in an almost entirely 
commercial section. With no color, no 
fancy choir, no ceremony, no advertising, 
it draws more people to prayer than any 
other in a city of two million! 

What is its "bill of goods"? A very 
simple one— just the love and the mercy 
of God! It is the creed every Christian 
church professes to '"'sell"—the differ- 
ence between its great success and the dis- 
appointing experiences of others lying 
solely in the “selling.” 

Its priests—of a renowned religious or- 
der—have studied their product, their 
customers, their competitors. They know 
intensive selling is the only kind that 
brings results—that it demands keeping 
on the job and sticking siriciy to their job 
seven days and nights a week! 

Convenience is a most important factor 
in selling. A low Mass with a short sermon 
need not require more than half an hour— 
without a sermon, only twenty minutes, 
taking little of anyone’s time, satisfying 
the spiritual requirements of most. And 
Masses are always scheduled at conven- 
ient hours. You see, the Church, having 
been in the business a long while, over- 
looks no bets. It gives service extraor- 
dinary as a matter of course. 

A clergyman, it seems to me, should 
seriously ask himself if he preaches as an 
orator, an actor, a politician, a financier, 
or a man who loves God so much he wants 
everyone around him to know Him and to 
love Him too! 

I like the churches where you can duck 
in whenever you’ve a mind to commune 
with God; where you can stop for a word 
of thanks that you're alive and well; 
where you can take your troubles and 
have them straightened out in a few min- 
utes’ spiritual communion; where you can 
lay your heartaches at the feet of One to 
whom they must seem little aches, indeed, 
but on whose sympathetic understanding 
and sure help you know you can count! 

It takes a good salesman to make such a 
church. He puts into it an indefinable 


something which makes you want to go 
there, and he keeps tts doors open! 

The houses you like to visit are the 
homes in which the spirit welcomes you, 
where there’s love and understanding— 
the homes of friends. And if your church 
can’t be as good as the house of your 
friend, what good is it? Isn’t God, ac- 
cording to any Christian teaching, your 
best Friend? 

There should be a Presence in a Chris- 
tian church—otherwise it is just four 
walls. It is that feeling of the living spirit 
of God which gives a church warmth. 
Candles don’t do it, nor rose windows, nor 
flowers, nor incense. If a clergyman can’t 
make you feel that God is there in the 
midst of you, whatever your church, he is 
not “selling his bill of goods"! 

—M. A. B. 


Ja Honor of Adoption 


WE OBSERVE Mothers Day and 
Father's Day, but I have yet to hear 
of any way in which foster parents are 
honored for having provided homes and 
normal environment for boys and girls 
who otherwise would not have known lov- 
ing devotion. 

It is not my idea that a day be set aside 
in which to do them honor, but that some 
practical demonstration of gratitude and 
respect be shown to reflect their belief in 
the normal human being. 

Iknow two homes in which representa- 
tive people have adopted not one, but two 
children each—and their livés have been 
greatly enriched. I know a school-teacher 
who adopted two sisters; they had reached 
the age at which they must leave a state 
institution; neither had been endowed by 
Nature with physical beauty, but both 
had good minds, and due to their foster 
mother's interest both are soon to enter a 
teachers' college. 

Having worked my way through three 
years of college with the aid of my own 
foster mother, I know full well what 
thousands of young people are facing. 
Orphans in most state institutions who 
have not been taken for adoption by the 
time they are sixteen must go through life 
with what equipment they then have. Yet 
many deserving ones long for higher edu- 
cation or vocational training. I belong to 
a large national women's organization 
that grants loans to deserving young 
women; we have to deny two-thirds of the 
requests. What is being done for orphans 
who have no one to make specific claims 
for them? 

I would suggest an association of men 
and women who have been adopted and 
who wish to make some acknowledgment 
of their debt of gratitude by helping those 
whose status in life may in some degree be 
like unto their own. Membership in such 
an organization might be not more than 
one dollar a year, but I believe a substan- 
tial sum would be realized, which could be 
used for scholarship loans or outright 
gifts, as the case might be, to deserving 
youth in institutions. 

Furthermore, I believe that the in- 
fluence of such an association would 
stimulate a desire to adopt children on the 
part of many childless families. 

Most of us are so situated that we can- 
not pay our debt of gratitude in any way 
commensurate with the desire that is in 
our hearts, but united we could do some- 
thing that would in time be a splendid 
monument. —Mms. K. W. 





According to the Child Welfare League of Amer- 
ica, Inc., the average number of dependent and 
neglected children in thirty-two states which have 
avatlable statistics is twenty-three to each ten thou- 
sand of population. Not all of these, however, are 
orphans. Adoption is a minor factor in the child- 
welfare program, and information about adoption 
is very fragmentary. — EDITOR. 








Fill a need... and 
save *10°° to add to 
Christmas funds! 
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PREMIER DUPLEX . . . with motor- 
driven brush . . . 50% stronger suction 

.. new non-kinking rubber cord... ball- 
bearing motor that needs no oiling... 
easily convertible to electric floor polisher 
for $6.50 extra... now only $49.50, For 
those who live in smaller homes the 
powerful medium-sized PREMIER 
JUNIOR, at $37.50. 










PREMIER SPIC-SPAN does 
away with old-fashioned at- 
tachments. Cleans hard-to-get- 
at places... Comes with blower 
and deodorizer to attack moths 
and expel odors. Weighs 
only four pounds... 
$15.50 complete, 










Now... regular 560 model 
Premier Duplex 
Electric Cleaner 


... only $ 


'HIS Christmas fill a real household need 
—"Give the home a gift"— and have 
$10.50 more for Christmas buying! 


Millions of women have found the Premier 
Duplex a remarkable value at its usual price 
of $60. T he standard, really, of electric cleaners. 


But we have found several new ways to cut 
production costs. One, for instance, saves six 
expensive hand operations. So without lessen- 
ing quality, we have reduced the price $10.50. 
Until further notice the regular $60 Premier 
Duplex Electric Cleaner costs you only $49.50. 


Only $49.50— with the same 50% more 
powerful suction, the same ball-bearing 
motor that requires no oiling, the same light 
but sturdy construction! Only $49.50—with 
thesamelarge capacity dust-bag, easy-handling 
balance, non-kinking rubber cord. 


050 


So we urge you to act now! See the Premier 
Duplex at any store where they are advertised! 
Welcome any salesman who calls on you to 
demonstrate a Premier Duplex. 


Buy this $60 cleaner now at $49.50—and 
have $10.50 more for other Christmas pres- 
ents! Mail the coupon now and we'll send 
you, at once, a handsome booklet that tells 
you all about the Premier Duplex. 


THE PREMIER VACUUM CLEANER CO. 
DEPT. 1312, CLEVELAND, OHIO 

I want those helpful hints on cleaning... 
and the real facts about vacuum cleaner values. 


Name 


Street Address 





(p e. ( | l e ( | . l | u 
THE PREMIER VACUUM CLEANER COMPANY 


(Division of Electric Vacuum Cleanet Co., Inc.) Dept. 1312, Cleveland, Ohio 


Branches in all leading cities. Made and sold in Canada by the Premier Vacuum Cleaner Co., Ltd., Toronto 
Foreign distributors: International General Electric Company, Inc. 
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BRIGHTEN your home and 
LIGHTEN your housekeeping 


with COPPER BRASS and BRONZE 


USBANDS aren't always to be trusted — when it comes to 
seeing that enough electric outlets are put in the home! 

But after all, it is really a wife's duty to look out for such 

things— to plan enough outlets for the many labor-saving appli- 

ances that make housekeeping easier, and for lamps, clocks, the 

radio and other electrical conveniences that make a home more 






















cheerful and attractive. 

If you are building or remodeling a home your electrical con- 
tractor will install those needed outlets quickly and at surpris- 
ingly little expense. 


* should warn you against cheap 


Your keen “shopper’s sense’ 
metal fixtures and lamps. Plated products, like shoddy dress fabrics, 
quickly show their cheapness. You will be repaid if you insist upon 
permanently beautiful solid Copper, Brass or Bronze fixtures, for 
they serve without replacement for a lifetime. 

Study the table below. You will be pleasantly surprised to find 


how little these durable metals add to the initial cost of your home. 


COPPER & BRASS 


RESEARCH ASSOCIATION 
25 Broadway, New York 





Taking "Work" Out of Housework! In your kitchen — particularly And as an aid to beauty — 
To get the most benefit from your modern electrical appliances, be sure you It is better to be sure than sorry! See that Electric outlets near the dressing table—for 
have enough convenient floor and wall outlets. Use them, instead of overloading you get adequate wiring—and enough curling irons, electric vibrator, etc.—are 
the light sockets, to avoid fuse blowouts. outlets for electric toaster, iron and fans. almost indispensable in this modern era! 










For Copper or Brass Plumbing . . — . 1/2 of a cent* 
Copper Gutters, Downspouts and Flashings 1/2 of a cent 









To install Copper, Brass and Bronze in This table shows kow litle Write for our illustrated book about the 



























vital parts of the building where deterio- TO dip cani pe. Bronze or Brass Lighting ixtures $ . M2 of a cent advantages of using Copper, Brass and 
ration soon means beavy additional ex- you - em A eios Brass or Bronze Hardware . . . Yo of a cent Bronze. If you sorequest, we willrefer your 
pense, will add only about $315 to tbe HER E usc e. taie Bronze or Copper Insect Screens . — . Jho of a cent inquiry to our member companies who 
total cost of the average $15,000 house. oble materials, Extro amount for each building dollar spent is only — 21/10 eents manufacture and distribute these products, 


x Compared to cost of best grade of rustable pipe 






TIME HAS PROVED THE SERVICE OF COPPER, BRASS AND BRONZE 


Deeember, 1931 
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OMaking the Most o 


T SN LS 


By LILLIAN KENDALL 


Interior Decorator, Lansburgh Brothers, Washington, D. C. 


HIS town apartment, like thousands of others, was 

furnished with purchases made over a period of 

years with a careless freedom from consideration of 

period styles or ultimate effect. There could be no 
replacement with, or addition of, new furniture or rugs. The 
walls were to have new paint and the windows were to be 
entirely redecorated. This situation afforded an opportunity 
for color to become the most outstanding note of interest in 
the scheme of decoration, and the importance of which was 
planned to be just great enough to attract a lesser degree of 
conscious attention to the furnishings. Therefore, with a 
choosing of a careful color scheme and with a studied ar- 
rangement of furniture and decorative objects, many faults 
were overcome. 


Small Entrance Halland Living Room 


bos Northiestérn, Receiving an abundance 
of afternoon sun. 

WALLS AND WoopworK—Rose mauve. 

CEILING—Two tints lighter rose mauve than walls. 

FLoons— Medium-dark oak. Chi- 
nese rugs with gold background, blue 
border, patterns of mauve, wine, gold 
and soft green. 

WiNDOws—Mauve damask dra- 
peries—darker than walls—lined with 
sateen, pinch-pleated to meet in cen- 
ter and tied back. Glass curtains are 
of deep cream—almost yellow — soft 
casement material, installed with draw 
cords. 

FURNITURE —Nonperiod couch and 
wing chair upholstered in floral cut 
velvet with gold background and de- 
sign in ashes of roses, mauve and soft 
green. The couch was placed under the 
windows at one end of the long room 
to detract from the length of the room, 
for which the twelve-foot rug was not 
long enough. A teakwood low stand in 
a corner of the same end of the room 
broke the monotony of bare floor space. 
On it was placed a jade-green bowl in 
which was planted a miniature Chinese 
garden. A burl-walnut radio cabinet, 
in a space between a window and a 
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group of glass doors leading to 
the porch, gave a needed 
height to that side of the room. 
Two mahogany armchairs 
suggesting the Neo-Classic style, with upholstered seats in 
small patterned wine damask. Two gray metal end tables. 
A mahogany spinet desk. A walnut octagonal table with 
Tudor characteristics. Cogswell chair upholstered in two- 
tone gold cut velvet. Modern gray metal coffee table with 
white marble top. A small mahogany console table. Straight 
chair with seat upholstered in gold damask. A mahogany 
Chippendale low stand with a tall yellow Chinese vase. 
LIGHTING—Bronze side-wall brackets with candle lights. 
Bronze table lamp with mica shade. Gold floor lamp with 
cream-tan silk shade. Gold bridge lamp with stretched gold 
shade decorated with a small design in blue green. 
DECORATIVE OpjecTs—Three rather large oil paintings 
with gold frames, placed on broad wall spaces over low pieces 
of furniture to give height and a balanced effect with the 
windows and doors on opposite walls. A group of small etch- 
ings with narrow black frames. There were several good 
vases, decorative boxes, and the like, and two beautifully 
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carved silver pheasants of large proportions, which added 
a finished charm to the room arrangement. 


Dinette and Kitchenette 


XPOSURE — Western. 
WALLS AND WOODWORK — Painted a parchment effect. 

FLoors—Dinette—medium-dark oak with Persian rug of 
dark colors with strong notes of henna. Kitchenette—inlaid 
linoleum with pattern of large black and jade-green blocks. 

WINDOWsS—Two windows in dinette with straight dra- 
peries of heavy rayon taffeta of lustrous gold background and 
shadow design in rich yellow, rose henna and very much 
olive green. Glass curtains of deep cream casement material, 
the same as in the living room, installed with draw cords. 
The kitchenette does not boast a window. 

FURNITURE — Dinette—small Tudor table and four chairs. 
Kitchenette—upper part of built-in cabinets was painted 
parchment to match the walls, lower parts jade green striped 
with black; mechanical refrigerator and stove jade green; 
the stool was painted black striped with gréen. 

LIGHTING—Both compartments had close-fitting ceiling 
lights with cream glass bowl shades. 

DECORATIVE OBJECTS— Tapestry wall hanging with soft 
reseda green predominating, and in the design were the same 
color notes as were in the 
draperies. On each of the 
built-in china cabinets sep- 
arating the two compart- 
ments were placed large 
brass Chinese samovars, 
which helped to build 
height. 


Bedroom 


XPOSURE —North- 
eastern, receiving all 
the morning sun. 

WALLS AND Woop- 
WORK—Pale apple green. 

CEILING— Two tints 
lighter green than the walls. 

FLoons— Medium-dark 
oak with scatter hooked 
rugs, charming in design 
and color, harmonizing 
with the draperies. 

WInbDows — Draperies of 
glazed chintz, with apple- 
green background and bou- 
quet design of old-fashioned 
garden flowers in red, rose, yellow and orchid. They were 
bound with a two-inch band of orchid glazed chintz, lined 
with sateen, and tied back—and hung from wooden cornices 
covered with the drapery material, with a band at top and 
bottom of orchid chintz. The straight glass curtains were 
made of sheer, deep cream "portage" marquisette, which 
has a slightly fancy mesh. This material has a permanent 
lustrous finish. 

FURNITURE— Red mahogany poster beds, low mahogany 
table between the beds, Windsor chair, a large wing chair 
slip-covered in plain orchid glazed chintz, corded in yellow. 
The bedspreads were quilted of soft apple-green satin. 

LIGHTING— Aside from a close-fitting ceiling light, there 
was placed between the beds a two-bracket floor lamp with 
yellow silk shades. There were also pairs of crystal stem 
lamps with yellow silk shades on the dresser and dressing 
table. Beside the wing chair, there was placed a floor lamp, 
having a coral parchment shade. 

DECORATIVE OBJECTS—À large picture of garden flowers 
on the wall opposite the windows carried the drapery color 
effect to that end of the room and created a nice balance 
of color and design. There were two pictures of good pro- 
portions, with narrow coral frames, placed over the heads of 
the beds, which built up that side of the room in scale with 
the window and door on the opposite wall. 


Reproductions 


VERY up-to-date department store selling furniture has 

on display reproductions of good pieces which because 
of their charm, beauty and desirability have withstood the 
test of time and are as popular today as when they were first 
designed. Realizing that furniture to be effective must be 
in scale with the size of the room, manufacturers have 
adapted the size of these reproductions to meet the require- 
ments of the room of average size. 


Exp endi fures 


Living-room draperies, draw glass curtains and fixtures $177.54 
Dinette draperies, draw glass curtains and fixtures. . 48.50 
Bedroom draperies, glass curtains and fixtures. 162.54 
Bedroom chair slip cover . . . . PER 18.00 
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GIVE A GIFT THATS WORTH WHILE 





A family gift for mother, sister, or 
the one among you who needs a mod- 
ern, dependable Elgin. This new model 
is the smallest truly American made 
watch ever produced. Comes with 15 
jewel movement, 14k white gold semi- 
baguette case . . . . . » $60 





a . —M: v-— 


Better by far one worth-while gift 


This new styled Elgin is a perfect 
gift for the man. 17 jewel movement 
and 14k white gold filled case with 
yellow gold filled side bars . . $50 


A beautiful Elgin . . . a gift from the 


whole family. ..is a remembrance to be 
cherished always. And think! An Elgin 


costs no more than the 3 or 4 ordi- 


nary things you would otherwise give. 


|^ GOING to be a thrifty Christmas, of course.. But 
beware of the kind of thrift that expresses itself in 


a flood of cheap and unwanted trinkets . . . 

Better by far to give one beautiful, useful and last- 
ing gift, than a whole houseful of ordinary trifles . . . 

Think, in years past, how you would have traded 
all the things that you received for that one perfect 
gift on which your heart was set. 

This year someone in your family wants a fine Elgin 
watch. Even though this is more than you alone can 
afford to give, there is no need for disappointment... 

Call a family conference...now! Choose from the 
beautiful watches on this page, and see how easy it is 
to give an Elgin when the whole family goes together. 

Your jeweler is now showing these newest Elgin 
models in a wide variety of distinctive case designs. 


Priced from $16.25 to $500. 


than a dozen odds and ends 


A beautiful creation for the young 
lady. Comes with dependable 7 
jewelmovement and I0k white or yel- 
low gold filled engraved case, $27.50 


For the young man... a handsome, 
sturdy Elgin. ? jewel movement fitted 
in nickel chromium plated case. 
Luminous dial and hands . . $20 





For the man who wants a pocket 
watch of unusual character. Comes 
with 17 jewel adjusted movement, 
and 14k white gold filled case . $45 


very modern. Comes with rectangular 
15 jewel movement and 14k white or 
yellow gold filled case. . . $37.50 





Expressing a new note in jewelry de- 
sign. 15 Jewel movement, 14k white 
gold filled case, Comes with white 
gold filled mesh attachment . $40 





design. 17 jewel adjusted movement, 
14k white or green gold filled case 
with gold filled band . . . $39.75 


THE accuracy of any watch rests 
mainly upon the precision with which 
its tiny parts are made. Many watch 
manufacturers still use the old hand- 
tooling methods of centuries past. But 
human hands tremble, and errors occur. 
To make its tiny parts unfailingly ac- 
curate, Elgin has developed marvelous 
precision machines. Thewonders of these 
inventions are widely known, yet their 
secrets are carefully kept concealed. 
Though machines are used to give 
precision, the work of assembling your 
Elgin is done slowly and painstakingly 
by hand. It takes a whole year of this 
marvelous work to complete an Elgin. 


E L G | N made in America by American workmen 
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Che Navajo Blanket 


HE Navajo blanket is most 

frequently a rug, and as a rug 

it has exceptional qualities. 
It is especially noted for being 
long-wearing and for improving 
with use. As the heavy weave wears 
down, it becomes gradually softer 
and more silky, so that a rug which 
is twenty or even fifty years old, 
subjected to the hardest wear, will 
be really better than a new one. 

Since each Navajo is an individ- 
ual creation, there are 
notwo designs or color 
schemes precisely 
alike in the many 
thousands that have 
been woven. They 
may be had in a great 
variety of colors and 
patterns. The “nat- 
urals," woven from 
undyed wool in white, 
black, brown and 
gray, may be used harmoniously in any 
room except the most formal or stylized. 
In the simpler or more geometrical de- 
signs, the "naturals" are especially ap- 
propriate with modern furniture. 

Although the aniline dyes of commerce 
have been used by the Navajo weavers 
for some years, their method of fixing the 
dye is such that the rugs may be safely 
cleaned or even washed with little danger 
ofthedyerunning. Recently, the weavers 
have been encouraged to return to the 
use of the native vegetable dyes and it is 
now possible to purchase many Navajos 
in soft and brilliant colors—lovely reds, 
browns, oranges and yellows—with the 
assurance that even the dye, like every- 
thing else in the rug, is an enduring prod- 
uct of native craft. 

Because of the infinite variety of design 
and color, new uses are being found for 
Navajo rugs. In the regions where Span- 
ish or Pueblo architecture abounds no 
better floor covering has been found than 
Navajos. 

Properly selected, with due considera- 
tion for design and color, a Navajo may 
be used anywhere that a rug is needed, 
indoors or out. There are, naturally, many 


"PHOTO. SY NOMA C. SAYRE 

The black pottery made by the Indians of the 

pueblos of New Mexico makes a beautiful 
combination with modern furniture. 


EARN FROM AMERICA’S LEADING DECORA- 
TORS how to select and use furnishings correctly. Our 
new PRIMER or INrERIOR Decoration gives simply and 
fully the rules beginners need, and you benefit from the 


The pottery and textiles made by the American 
Indians are eminently suitable for use in modern 
homes as interior decoration. 

At left—Indian pottery made in the pueblo of 


San Ildefonso. 


degrees of weaving. Care should be taken 
to purchase well-woven rugs, as well as 
those appropriate in color or design, al- 
though it is likely that even the poorest 
example of the Navajo weaver’s art will 
outlast most machine weaves. 

Although not many blankets, in the 
true sense, are now woven, since the In- 
dians themselves use the lighter, machine- 
woven blankets of commerce, the true 
Navajo blanket may occasionally be pur- 
chased. At its best, it is as fine and 
soft as anything woven and may be used 
as a bed covering. as a robe for the car, or 
as a slumber robe on one’s favorite couch. 

The Navajo cannot be successfully 
imitated by factory looms. Anyone who 
has ever seen an authentic Navajo will 
recognize another. And, apart from their 
unique beauty, which increases with use, 
they are considered by many as a good 
investment, since the older they are the 
more valuable they become. They respond 
to rough usage in a way that pleases all 
who admire the ability of things and peo- 
ple “to stand the gaff.” 

For that place which needs a splash of 
warm color or the bold gesture of design, 
consider a Navajo. You will come to love 
its strength and character and enduring 
beauty, —Eric HOWARD. 


December sees the opening of an Expo- 
sition of Indian Tribal Arts at the Grand 
Central Art Galleries, New York. After a 
month, the exhibits go to Philadelphia, 
and then start on a three-year tour of the 
country. As Art spelled with a capital “A” 
this Exposition is well worth seeing; and 
in as much as interior decoration is already 
showing the influence of Indian and Mex- 
ican art, progressive homemakers every- 
where will welcome the opportunity to see 
for themselves what the descendants of 
our first native Americans are producing 
today. 


Color Talk No.1 


OW many of us stop to think, when 
the light comes pouring into our 
rooms, that it is bringing us all the colors 
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of the rainbow? About 
three hundred years ago, 
a learned man pulled 
down a window shade 
and made a small slit 
through it. Then he 
placed a prism, possibly 
off a chandelier, where 
the beam of light coming 
through the tiny slit in 
theshade would fall upon 
it and from it onto the 
wall of the darkened 
room. The prism caught 
the beam of light and 
broke it up into lovely 
colors — violet, blue, green, yellow, orange 
and red. 

That learned man was Sir Isaac Newton 
and by that experiment he taught us that 
those colors are primary colors and that 
all the hundreds and hundreds of beautiful 
colors, shades and tints in the world are 
made up from just these. 

These children of the sun, forthat is what 
they are, are very much like other children. 
Billy and Fred, for instance, don't get on 
very well together. They are so different, 
or perhaps they are too much alike. Bring 
in Tom, however, to play with Billy and 
Fred. Both the boys like Tom and when 
he is with them all goes well. 

So it is with the colors—the sun chil- 


. dren. Some of them just don't get on well 


together. Like Billy and Fred, they are 
too much alike or too different. Therefore, 
when we find we have two colors together 
that aren't good friends, we need not get 
discouraged. We can bring in Tom, the 
third color, that is in harmony with them 
both. Then we have beauty. 

Now, since color is light, we can see how 
important it is, if we are decorating a 
room, to know which way our windows 
face and whether the light comes in from 
north, south, east or west. Above all, we 
want the colors in our rooms to help bring 
us health and happiness, for we should be 
able to count on them for much of the 
cheer we get in our daily lives. 

Rule No. 1. Never, never let anyone— 
relative, friend or salesman— persuade us 
to use a color that we do not like, for we 
may be sure that there is a very good, 
practical reason for our not liking it. 


—Mary L. HULL. 
Colorist, Midland Terra Cotta Co. 


New Rugs 


NEXPENSIVE rugs show great im- 

provement this season, in design and 
color. One firm is making a beautiful rug 
to retail at fifty dollars for the nine-by- 
twelve size—French, after an old Aubus- 
son pattern, in lovely soft greens with 
subdued gold, rose and pink. Address 
upon request. 





experience of almost a dozen of America’s leading decora- 
tors. Price, 25 cents. Send stamps or cash, do not send 
envelope. Address Service Bureau, Lapres’ Home JOURNAL, 
Independence Square, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 
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:[OO GO 
EXTRA 


BY CHRISTMAS 


you want—buy the things you need— 
earn extra money through our easy, 
pleasant sparetime plan. 


= at your budget. Get the things 


From now until Christmas, Curtis men and 
women will earn more money than any other 
time of the year. In your odd moments of 
sparetime (or full time if you wish) you may 
earn $1 to $3 an hour. 


WRIT 


THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY 
779 Independence Square, Philadelphia, Pa. 


for Free materials 
No cost or obligation 


GIRLS 


Win Money or Prizes 


LINDA PATTON 
Manager of The Girls' Club 
Bax740 The Curtis PublishingCompany | 
Independence Square, Phila, Penna, x 


Boys Wanted 


Youcanearn$5, $10, orevenmorein your spare time. 


For detoils write 
THE BOYS’ CLUB 


THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY 
781 Independence Square, Philadelphia, Penna. 
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By A. LOUISE FILLEBROWN 






A graceful interpretation of a modern floral. Delightful with green-painted furniture and yellow organdie curtains, 
Twenty-two inches wide, Courtesy, Baeck Wallpaper Co. 









Small hallways, attic bedrooms and 

living rooms would be charming pa- 

pered inthis delicate design, in peach, 

tan and wory. Courtesy, United Wall- 
paper Factories, Inc. 





Blue and gray make this a restful 
background for the rather formal 
bedroom or light-toned living room. 
Thirty inches wide. Courtesy, Geo. 
3. Hunken Co. 

























KOHLMAN CO., INC, PHOTO, BY F, M, DEMAREST [I 


A wood finish that is 

really wall paper, yet 

most realistic, Courtesy, 
Kohiman Co., Inc. 









For large halls, formal 
living rooms, also in din- 
ing rooms in large Colo- 
nial houses, Courtesy, 
Thos, Strahan Co. 













IDEAL GIFT 
for all the family 






Picture papers give a semblance of space to small rooms, 
and yellow and white add light to a dark room. Eighteen 
inches wide, Courtesy, United Wallpaper Factories, Inc, 


This French Colonial in apricot and tan is warm in 
color to cheer the north room. Eighteen inches wide. 
Courtesy, M. H. Birge & Sons Co. 


9 For as little as $10 down you can 
have a Coldspot Refrigerator in your 
home on Christmas Day. 











- 






It keeps the children's milk and food 
cold and clean, saves money for the 
household because it is so inexpensive 
to operate, and saves your time and 
worry by reducing food spoilage and 
keeping everything fresh a// the time. 


The compact freezing unit is conven- 
iently placed in the top of the cabinet. 
The quick freezing control is auto- 
matic. The lacquered steel cabinets 
have porcelain interiors, designed to 
give the maximum storage space. 


Go to the Sears store nearest you and 
see the Coldspot Refrigerator. Look at 
our hundreds of other bargains, too. 
You can do your Christmas shopping 


at Sears’ for less SIZES 
money and buy n 

A CHOOSE 
guaranteed gifts. FROM 







Rising lines make a low 
ceiling appear higher 
where the design is used, 
For sun rooms and bed- 
rooms, Waterproof. 


Lovely for dainty bed- 
rooms with pink-and- 
blue taffeta draperies 
and pale pink lamp 
shades bound with or- 


Chiidmas shep 
a’ EARS: 

















and save. 


SEARS, ROEBUCK and CO. 








chid. Eighteen inches 
wide, Courtesy, M. H. 
Birge & Sons Co. 







Courtesy, The Robert 
GriffinCo, At lft— Col- 
orful,amusing, fora boy. 
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Eaa) 
CONS New Munsingwear Modes 


Line- -up for Christmas 


Mark time... Gift time. What clever gifts these 

pert and peppy Munsingwear Mades will make, 

and yau'll love them for yaurself, as well. These 
E adoroble new Munsingwear Modes... fashioned 
af specially pracessed Munsingwear Rayan and 
sleek caressing Tricat... make perfect Christmas 
presents. And with all their charm and luxuriaus 
beauty, yau'll find they're mast cansiderate af 
your budget. See these lovely things that Mun- 
singwear makes... and many, many mare, in a 
smart store nearby. 


MUNSINGWEAR, MINNEAPOLIS 



















This Pajama makes figures 
seem pounds slimmer. Mony 
other equally smart models. 


JA 


L 


Sweet dreams to you in this 
lovely gracious Nightrobe 
with the Empire silhouette. 


rd 


Pet of the yaunger set... Munsing- 
wear's clever little "Sketchies''... 
pontie ond motching bondeau. 





Short little French Band Bioomer 
and uplift Bandeau . . . for all 
smort wordrobes. 


p 


~ 


A 


Trig tailored Vest ond perfect- 
fitting Bloomers. Simply perfect 
beneath new frocks. 


No other undie like Munsing- pur 
wear's "'Formist,"" Just one of 
many one-piece styles. 


The Munsingwear Union Suit, 


grown delightfully modern. 
A smooth woy to look smart. A j 





Sheer, clear Loce-top Hosiery. Sy) 
Also other Munsingwear stock- » 
ings with plain teilored tops. ry 
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THIS GIFT WILL 
PLEASE THEM— 
EVERY 





S THERE a little homemaker on your gift list? A mother 

deep in diets . . . an up-on-her-toes business girl? A hostess 
eager for new party plans? Or a friend whose heart is wrapped 
around a garden? 

Now you can be sure of pleasing them—every one. For, from 
the ease of your chair, you can order the gift that will bring a gala 
thrill twelve times a year—a subscription for the LADIES’ HOME 
JOURNAL. And there's an order form for your convenience in 
nearly all copies of this issue. After you've filled it in, hand it to 
one of our authorized representatives, your newsdealer, the boy 
who serves you, or mail it to the address below. 

Then you'll avoid all the rushing, the wrapping, the standing 
in line. We'll tell your friends about your gifts with colorful cards 
sent to arrive in the holiday mail and start their Journals with 
the issue following. 


U. S. Rates: 1 year, $1; 2 years, $1.50; 3 years, $2 
Canadian: 1 year, $1.50; 2 years, $2.75; 3 years, $3.75 (including tax) 


Two Other Pleasing Gifts 


FOR A MAN FOR COUNTRY-LOVING FOLKS 


The Saturday Evening Post The Country Gentleman 
(52 issues U, S,—Weekly) (U, S.—Monthly) 
1 year, $2; 2 years, $3.50; 3 years, $5 3 years, $1 


(For foreign and Canadian prices, see the publications, themselves) 


LADIES' HOME 


JOURNAL 


766 Independence Square, Philadelphia, Penna. 
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Photograph above courtesy 


of Paramount Pictures 


cA pple cheeks... 


twinkling eyes... a snowy 
cloud of beard ... a Santa 
Claus aglow with holi- 
day spirit. Such is the 7x9 
inch card which we'll 
send without cost to an- 
nounce your gift subscrip- 
tions over your name. 
The small sketch below, 
of course, gives just a 
shadowy idea of the vivid 
brightness of the original 
by John R. Peirce. 
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Photograph above courtesy 
of Radio Pictures 
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To see a world in a grain of sand, 

And . . . hold infinity in the palm of 
your hand, . . . 

— WILLIAM BLAKE. 


HERE are worlds in grains of 

sand, and the whole secret of 

life is locked up in the tiniest 

seed or spore that Nature has 
yet devised. We now know more about 
the structure of the grain of sand and 
the laws to which it is obedient than we 
do about the seed. 

Nature has shown an all-consuming 
curiosity aboutsex processes and exerted 
herself to give it all the variety her in- 
vention can perfect, but she is none the 
less irregular and illogical in the physical 
aspects of the seed she causes to be 
produced. There is no standardization here, no stamping 
dies, no machine methods, no time clocks. Her lack of these 
violates the heart of all the Hoover codes ever devised. 


Variation in Seed 


RCHID SEED are microscopic in size—like so much 

fine coal dust blown upon your blotter. Indeed, that is 
just the sort of wanton Nature is—she scatters such pre- 
cious seed to the wind, blowing it into the crevices of the 
bark of some tree and there it lodges and, perhaps, grows. 

On the other hand, the coconut is a pellet large enough to 
dash out your brains. Native waterlily seed are the size of 
buckshot and often as hard, though not so heavy. The 
sunflower has a big, fat seed somewhat typical of the plant’s 
own rank coarseness. Radishes have reddish, plump seed 
suggestive of the apothecaries’ connivance—you distrust 
them at sight. Sweet peas—ah, here are seed that quite 
seduce one! I know of no seed that reflect so much of the 
soul of the parent so well. They come in almost as many 
colors as one can find in a sweet-pea garden. They are almost 
perfectly round, with a dimple in their cheeks and a lush 
heave in their bosoms that enchants one. 

Seed vary in appearance usually according to the manner 
in which Nature has decided they shall be dispersed. Just 
as Nature has taken advantage of every force and agency to 
bring about the fertilization of the ovule, so she uses every 
conceivable force and agency to scatter her seed. 

Every time we go into the woods or fields we are forcibly 
reminded of this. We often find ourselves littered from head 
to foot with Spanish needles, burs, and others of the clinging, 
sticking type. 

Why does Nature take such a spiteful fling at us? Perhaps 
it is only a touch of her sardonic humor. I have no theory 
about it at all. The orthodox explanation is that Nature is 
merely observing Emerson’s definition of commerce. She is 
" carrying things from where they are plentiful to where they 
are scarce." In other words, she wants that seed scattered 
over a wide area. It would seem at times that Nature's 
humor is a bit dangerous—to her own plans. By investing 
these plants with such obnoxious seed she most assuredly 
set the hand of the whole man tribe against them. But then, 
again, I may be wrong; we still have Spanish needies and 
cockleburs a plenty! 


Squirting Seed 


OW many of you have ever come in contact with the 

squirting cucumber? It can be grown in any home gar- 
den, as the seed may be obtained from most seedsmen. The 
fruits discharge their seed with a great deal of force, throwing 
them many feet away from the parent. So far as I know, 
this is the best example of Nature using the principle of the 
catapult. 

There are many other types of seed dispersed by the ex- 
plosion of the fruits or pods. Nature has not confined the 
ability to do so to any particular type of plant. We find it in 
low-growing vegetables, in medium-size bushes and high 
shrubs. The violet and the oxalis violently expel seed in all 
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Variation in seed sizes shown. Left to right — Delphinium, gladiolus seed in winged 
container, rose seed, iris seed and peony seed. All seed natural size. 


Nature Seed Sense 


By CHESLA C. SHERLOCK 


directions. In my own garden, native violets have even 
thrown seed over a low stone wall twenty feet from the 
parent plant! The ordinary garden bean makes use of this 
method, and most vegetable gardeners will recall how annoy- 
ing it is to be a little late in harvesting the crop and to 
discover that the beans have been lost because they are 
shattered over the ground. 

The gladiolus seed grow in a pod that opens and shatters 
the seed. They are not thrown with force, however, but are 
carried by the wind. The seed themselves are inclosed in a 
thin, tissuelike wrapper, brown in color, which helps propel 
them. The seed, when unwrapped, are suggestive of radlsh 
seed. One pod will contain a handful, and when you coneider 
that no two of them wili produce gladiolus exactly alike, one 
truly holds vast infinities in the palm of the hand! 


A ir-IMinded Seed 


Ne has been ages ahead of man in the use of the air. 
She provides her seed with wings and with parachutes. 
The parachute types are the great travelers, riding high in 
the air even in a mild breeze, whereas the wingbearers—the 
heavier-than-air types—usually nose-dive to earth within 
comparatively short distances of the parent. 

The maple seed is an example of the wing-bearing types. 
Others are the flat seeds of the catalpa, the samaras of elm, 
ash, ailanthus and tuliptree. 

The seed of the dandelion and the thistle are examples of 
the parachute types. Their structure is such that even the 
slightest agitation of the seed head will start them on their 
journey. They seem to ride the air with no difficulty and 
doubtless travel great distances in dry weather. They travel 
until the parachute becomes moisture-iaden, when it falls 
to earth. Many are doubtless lost because they fall on un- 
favorable ground, but, heaven knows, we are in tio apparent 
danger of seeing them wiped off the face of the earth. 


Sweet-Packaged Seed 


OOK at these berries! Now, why should Nature have 

wrapped these seed up in such delicious packages? How 

can she ever expect to save these seed when they are so 
tempting to every creature that runs, flies or crawls? 

Well, now! Birds like berries and fruits of all kinds. Birds 
eat these berries, vast quantities of them. And birds cover 
all sorts of distances on the wing. In time, the seed are ex- 
pelled in the excrement absolutely üninjured by the digestive 
processes. This is one of the reasons for the hard shell on such 
small seeds as those of the blackberry, raspberry, the elder- 
berry, the wild grape, the strawberry, and the like, Even 
the comparatively tender grain of the Indian corn frequently 
passes through the digestive systems of farm animals un- 
impaired, and sprouts and grows. 

The drupes of the black haw and many shrubs seem de- 
liberately to persist on the parent until late in winter, when 
they are especially inviting to the birds, other food belng 
unattainable. It is then that they turn to these half-dried 
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fruits and the dispersal of seed begins. 
Thereis aneconomy in Nature's scheme, 
after all, that is certain. She seems to 
say, with Old John Burroughs: 


Serene, I fold my hands and wait, 
Nor care for wind nor tide nor sea; 

I rave no more 'gainst time or fate, 
For lo! my own shall come to me. 


Seed Production 


HAE a care if some wag offers you 
a dollar for a pound of maple seed ! 
Do you know how many it will take to 
make a pound? Approximately 4000 
seed of the soft maple There are 
400,000 birch seed to the pound, and 
6,000,000 redtop seed to the pound. It takes about forty 
average hickory nuts and about twenty black walnuts to 
weigh a pound. 

Now, how many seed do you suppose one radish plant 
will produce? 1 tissed it a mile when the question was first 
proposed to me by a waggish old seedsman. He claimed 
12,000 and proved It. 

But that is nothing compared with what one sturdy to- 
bacco plant will do. It is said by those who have had time to 
count them that 360,000 seed are produced by the average 
plant. It is also said that a tablespoonful of tobacco seed is 
sufficient to start plants enough to plant six acres of ground! 
Nature seems to intend that there shall be plenty of seed to 
go around, not even counting that distributed by the honor- 
able members of Congress. 


Narsing Mothers 


Ae all seed contain not only the embryo, which is 
only the parent plant in miniature, but also a storehouse 
of food which is to sustain that embryo when it starts growth 
and until it can produce roots 
and foliage sufficient to pro- 
vide its own nourishment. For 
the most part, the food stored 
up with the embryo consists of 
starch which needs only the ad- 
dition of water and heat to con- 
vert it into soluble food for the 
young plant. 

It is interesting to know that 
every seed contains not only a 
miniature of the plant that is 
to be, but carries with it also 
its own nursing mother to feed 
it. Thus, infant and mother are 
locked together in dormant em- 
brace, needing only the addition of heat and moisture to 
arouse each to its peculiar function. 


Survival of Seed 


HOY long can seed retain vitality? There is much so- 
called evidence pro and con. We have all heard the story 
of the wheat found in the mummy case in Egypt which was 
planted and grew. There seems to be no foundation in fact 
whatever for this yarn. I have discussed it with many ex- 
perts and they all disagree with it, even though William 
Jennings Bryan took the other view in his lecture on The 
Prince of Peace. 

This we know: Under average conditions in our climate 
most seed begin to lose vitality soon after becoming ripe. 
The majority will germinate up to a few weeks after ma- 
turity, while some last for months and a few for several 
years. The fully ripe peony seed, for instance, will not ger- 
minate for two years, and rose seed have been known to lie 
dormant in flats for six or seven years before germinating. 
Some seeds properly stored will survive for ten to twenty 
years and grow, but they are obviously impaired in vitality, 





The coconut is a pellet 
large enough to dash out 
your brains. 


Sunflower, 

sweet pea 
and navy 
beans, 

with 

a hickory 
nutand 
walnut, 
Slightly 
reduced, 


TUNE IN! 


Ted Weems 
and his famous 
Johnson’s Wax 

Orchestra 
featuring the 
Johnson 

Wax Doll 

* Every Sunday 
night at 10:15 
Eastern 
Standard Time, 
on a coast-to- 
coast N. B. C. 
Network— 
WEAF and 
45 afhliated 


stations, | 


marka 


(FOR FLOOR SCRUBBING IS A CRIME NOWADAYS) 
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of the Cime 


It’s a crime for any woman to put herself in such an unattractive position — reddened hands, weary 


back, bedraggled hair, tired-out expression. This inefficient method of floor cleaning belongs to the dim, dark 


past. Up-to-date housewives don't be- 
lieve in punishing themselves unneces- 
sarily —in sentencing themselves to hard 
labor when they don't have to. 

* But how do they escape this undigni- 
fied business of scrubbing and yet keep 
their floors always beautiful and clean? 
* Johnson's Wax is the answer. Therein 
lies the secret of immaculate floors, pre- 
served against wear — the secret, too, of 
rested, happy housewives who wouldn't 
risk spoiling their floors with the old 
scrubbing methods. 

* Dirt can't become imbedded in a genu- 
ine Johnson Waxed surface any more 
than it can penetrate the surface of a 
mirror. A light dusting with a dry floor 
duster removes the surface dust — a few 
drops of wax on a clean rag wipes away 
all spots or stains. An occasional polish- 
ing with the new Johnson Electric Pol- 
isher guarantees both beauty and clean- 
liness—and all with very little effort on 
your part, for the marvelous little ma- 
chine actually runs by itself and polishes 
a whole floor in a few minutes’ time. 

* You are liberated from tedious work 
by the long-handled wax applier, the 
Johnson Electric Polisher and the John- 
son Dry Floor Duster. 


Cont. it [ 

e 
The Johnson Electric Floor 
Polisher rents for only $2 o day 


ot hardwore, polnt, drug, grocery 
or department stores. 


S.C. Johnson & Son, Dept. L]12, Racine, 
Wisconsin € Please send me (free) 
a 256 bottle of Johnson's Wax Polish 
to try. I am enclosing 10¢ for postage. 















Shi-nup FOR SILVER 
Atlast youcan get this remark- 





able polish—at your own store NAME á Z S 
— for silver, glassware, enamel 
and nickel. Works marvels ADDRESS. — mE 








im destroymg tarnish. Now 


made by S. C. Johnson & Son. 
Th U — _-STATE_ _— = € 


December, 1931 
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Qu of | Bounds 


(Continued from Page 21) 


“And whom might you tell, John?” 

“Why, miss, the police is mighty anx- 
ious to hear anything." 

“To be sure they are," said Potter, an- 
swering mechanically, but thinking, think- 
ing hard in the back of her crisp, logical, 
alert mind. Blackmail! A surrender to 
this person and there would be no end to 
it She would be placing herself in his 
hands. Andintheend—what? Then she 
made her resolution, made it courageously, 
alone. She made it because it seemed the 
only possible stroke to play in the game 
as it then stood. 

"Abner, " she called. 

“Yes.” 

“Will you ask Mr. Forest to step here 
a moment?" 

Abner stared at her and hesitated. “At 
once, please,” she said crisply. Then to 
the waiter in a low voice, "I'll give you 
an opportunity to tell the police.” 

He looked about him, frightened. 

“No,” she said sharply. “Stay put." 

He sagged against the window frame 
and stood collapsed and pale until Mr. 
Forest appeared, smiling, but no little sur- 
prised at the summons. 

“Mr. Commissioner,” she said calmly, 
“this is official. John here has something 
that he wishes to tell you. Suppose we 
three go into the office where we can talk 
without being interrupted.” 


AIL V VuaTs it all about, 
Potter?" asked Walker Forest. ‘ Why this 


star-chamber session? Has somebody 
swiped your lipstick?” 

“The party of the third part, meaning 
John the waiter, has disclosures to make. 
I’m nipping a promising career in black- 
mail right in the bud. Speak up, John, 
and tell the nice man all the dreadful 
truth. It’s about Uncle Beau," she added 
to Forest. 

“I seen Mr. East the night of the mur- 
der,” said John sullenly. “He come in his 
car to the lane there, and he got out and 
walked down it toward the spot where 
that body was found.” 

dur time?" asked Mr. 
sharp 

Rear eleven.” 

“Tell about the other wicked man that 
followed him,” prompted Potter. 

“Another man was hidin’ in the shrubs 
and he followed Mr. East,” said John. 

“Ts that all you saw?” 

“That’s all.” 

“Recognize the second man?" 

“No, it was too dark,” said John. 

» Did you hear a shot?" asked Forest. 

“No. 

Potter smiled at Walker Forest in her 
most charming manner. “‘ Now suppose we 
dispense with the principal witness,” she 
said, "and discuss this and that, and 
speculate on causes and effects.” 

“Clear out," Forest said to the waiter, 
“but don't clear out far.” 

When he was gone Potter smiled again 
into Forest's face, which was very grave 
indeed. “I wouldn't worry about it," she 
said. “ It's not nice, but it's not necessarily 
fatal." 

“It is very disturbing.” 


Forest 


J UST offhand and man 
to man, do you think Uncle Beau could 
commit a murder if he started out to do 
one equipped like an army? In the first 
place he'd miss. In the second place he 
couldn't think one up." 

“ Nevertheless he seems to be mixed up 
in the affair." 

“And it will all have to come out and 
there'll be a scandal in high life. Not nec- 
essarily," said Potter. 

“Why not necessarily ? 

"Every time," Potter said, "there's a 
murder in which the first families are in- 
volved, folks of wealth or position or what 


have you, improper influences are brought 
to bear and the matter is hushed up. You 
may now watch me in the act of bringing 
improper influence." 

“Bring it," said Forest, "and I'll see 
what effect it has. Am I to be offered a 
huge sum?" 

“T’m not even going to promise to be a 
sister to you," said Potter. "Of course I 
might show you how to quit shanking your 
mashie shots." 

"Im bought. But, Potter, I'm afraid 
you don't see how serious this is." 


In AWAY,” said Potter; 
“it’s still my shot. My point is that it 
will not help the police to scare the life 
out of Uncle Beau or to hold him up to 
scorn and odium in the newspapers. It 
won't help you to arrest him for some- 
thing he didn't do, or even to send him 
to prison for life. But it might help the 
murderer." 
“How?” 


“Isn’t it possible that gentleman is de- i 


pending on the police to make Uncle Beau 
double for him?” 

“I see," said Forest. “Go on, lady. 

“‘Isn’t it possible also that this murder 
is only a symptom and that there’s some- 
thing nasty underneath?" 

“Murders generally are done for a pur- 
pose." 

"Exactly. My argument is that you 
now have a fact. Uncle Beau was in the 
neighborhood. The murderer knows it, 
but he doesn't know you know it. He in- 
tends to make use of it. Now, if you make 
it public that you know it, the fact is 
worthless to the man you want to get. But 
if you keep it a secret the murderer will 
somehow manage to inform you—and 
then you have a lead.” 

“Smart child,” said Forest. 
undermining my noble character. 
else?" 

“ Why, you trace back the informer to 
the killer and catch him. That's enough, 
isn’t it?" 

“What else do you know?” 

“Heaps,” said Potter, “but I'm not go- 
ing to tell it—now.” 

"Why not?" 

"Because I haven't your promise to 
keep Uncle Beau out of it—until it be- 
comes necessary to drag him in.” 

“ But suppose your uncle is guilty?” 

"Get some real evidence of it and then 
surround him," said Potter. 

“We'll have to question him.” 


” 


" You're 
What 


No. I CAN tell you more 
than he can. I can tell you all he knows 


and a lot he doesn't. I give you my 
word you won't gain a thing. And also," 
she added with an impish grin, “it would 
be pretty sweet for the new commis- 
sioner, alone and unaided, to solve a 
crime that has baffled his efficient and ex- 
perienced force,” 

“Tell,” said Forest. 

Potter studied him for a moment and 
then nodded her head. “On the golf course 
tomorrow morning. Prepare to have your 
eyes bug.” 

“At nine,” said the commissioner. 

“Sharp,” said Potter; ''and now to res- 
cue Uncle Beau from a peril far greater 
than the law.” 

When she returned to the grill Uncle 
Beau was alone with Marie Losser, bend- 
ing over her hand, his chubby face rapt, 
his shoulders quivering with romantic 
emotion. 

He did not see his niece as she came up 
behind him and stood listening. 

“I wish I could—er—sing. You know, 
sing tenor like—like somebody that sings 
tenor. There’s something about tenor. 
And if I could sing it and play on one of 


(Continued on Page 129) 





WHY is it thot some wamen 
permit their hands ta reveal age 
secrets? To destroy the ensemble 
of youth thot their foces ond 
figures guord so zeolously? Honds 
need nat age ropidly. You con 
prove this to yourself within 
a week, because Itolion 
Bolm.. . invention of o 
world-famous Italian 
skin speciolist ... is 
guaranteed ta pra- 
tect yaur skin more 
surely... ta banish the 
blemishes of hause- 
work, affice- wark and 
weather quicker than 
anything yau ever used 
befare. And this is why: its 
secret farmula is scientifically 
correct. Cansequently Italian Balm 
is nat like the usual cammercial 
or stare-made latian. Mony af 


E 


Tune in Saturday Nights 


on the "First Nighter" Every Saturday Night. . 





« over the N. B.C. coast-to-coast network . . . 
7:30 M. T. and 6:30 P. T. First night performance of plays . . . 
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its 16 ingredients are imported 
fram Persia, Italy, France ond 
other londs becouse na such 
soothing, softening ogents are 
made in the United Stotes. Remem- 
ber olso —Itolion Bolm is 
more thon o quorter-cen- 
tury old in winter-loving 
Conodo. It far outsells 
oll other skin protec- 
tors in Conodo. Its 
unrivoled record, in 
a lond where win- 
ter-time skin pratec- 
tion is an absolute 
necessity, is the reason 
it was brought ta the 
United States, to yau. Your 
drug ar department store 
hos Italian Balm in lang-lasting 
35c, 60c and $1.00 battles. Or 
try Itolian Balm at aur expense 
— send the coupan. 







Campanas 
ITALIAN BALM 


AL 


SKI SOFTENER 













FREE—Vanity Size Bonie on Request 
CAMPANA CORPORATION, 
2412 Lincoln Highway, Batavia, Illinois 

Gentlemen: Please send me a VANITY SIZE bottle of 
Campana’s Italian Balm—FREE and postpaid, 





Name. 





Street. 





State. 





9:30 E.T.; 8:30 C.T.; 
from the “Little Theatre Off Times Square.” 
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A gift from Elizabeth Arden is a compli- 
ment of the season in every sense. It com- 
pliments her who gives it, for it marks her 
as a woman of good taste,and keen discrimi- 
nation; it compliments her who receives 
it, for it is proof conclusive that she is 


and irresistibly festive...genuinely Christ- 
mas...about the packages themselves. From 
the smallest box of delicately scented 
soap, to the most elaborate of the famous 
Beauty Boxes, each of Elizabeth Arden’s 
gifts is the loveliest thing of its kind. 


worthy of the beautiful gesture it repre- * Elizabeth Arden’s Venetian Toilet Prep- 





sents. Then, too, there is something gay arations are on sale at the smart stores. 





* LUXURIES FOR THE BATH...The two lovely glass jars contain Powdered Bath Salts scented with Ambre, Allamanda, *ELIZABETH ARDEN'S FAMOUS FIVE FRAGRANCES... L'Amour, 
Jasmine, Rose Geranium, or Russian Pine. $5 the jar. In the gaily colored hoxes are Venetian Dusting Powder, $3,and Le Rêve, Mon Amie, La Joie and L'Élan...express the emotions in 
Snowdrift Talcum, $1. Three large cakes of exquisitely smooth, delicately fragrant Elizaheth Arden Soap, ina hox that perfumes that are incomparahly suited to personalities and 
will make a charming jewel case afterwards, are a fascinating gift. Jasmine, Allamanda or Ambre scented. $3 for occasions. In many sizes, priced from $15 to $125. The twin hox 
three cakes. Venetian Milk of Almonds, containing pure almond oil, is an exquisite after-the-hath preparation. $2.50. contains a combination of any two of the Five Fragrances. $6. 





* TREASURETTE...all the essentials of an Elizaheth Arden treat- * ELIZABETH ARDEN'S MAKE-UP ACCESSORIES...never was there a more timely gift! For Miss Arden has proved that, 
ment in a leather case only six inches long! $16, $18. Miss Arden’s with the proper make-up, any woman can wear any color. The Arden Lipstick Ensemhle, containing six smooth, 
Beauty Boxes, created to maintain loveliness wherever youare... indelible lipsticks in six smart shades, is the sensation of the year. The Ensemble, $7.50. Each lipstick, $1.50, Poudre 
wherever you go... come in a wide diversity of sizes, fittings and — d'Illusion in seven hecoming shades is $3 the hox. Lovely rouges, and make-up assets for the eyes come in many 
preparations, and range in price from $3.85 to $135. shades and make enchanting gifts.The Ardenette, in hlack and silver, is $4 for the single compact and $5 for the double. 


ELIZABET VATUD EN Ss nois dtt 
i LONDON - PARIS - BERLIN : ROME - MADRID 


@ Elizabeth Arden, 1931 
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those—er— what-d'ye-call-'ems, I'd come 
and sing it under your window." 

"'That would be lovely," said Miss 
Losser. 

"Romance!" exclaimed Uncle Beau. 
"Beautiful ladies and all, eh? Moons. 
I—I'm very fond of romance—it’s so— 
ah—you know the word —romantic. And 
the moon shining on your hair, eh? And 


everything. And me singing tenor! 
Pretty romantic, eh?” 
“Oh, yes," cooed Miss Losser. ‘‘Go on. 


Talk some more. You talk so beautifully." 

Uncle Beau hesitated. He was full of 
his subject, but it clogged and clotted. So 
hesqueezed Miss Losser's hand and prayed 
for inspiration. 

“Now, there's horses,” he said suddenly. 

'*' Horses?" 

“Horses,” he repeated impressively. 
“To ride on. Snatch you up—er—right 
out of the middle of it and gallop. Get the 
idea? Gallop off—er—somewheres. And 
sing tenor under—under ——" 

“Under the shower bath," Potter cut 
in. “ Why don't you invite Miss Losser to 
drop in and hear you sing in your 
bath? While you merrily jingle the bath 
salts. Don’t you think he’s just too cun- 
ning, Miss Losser, when he mounts his 
charger and gallops off across the desert 
sands?" 

“Urph!” gurgled Uncle Beau. 


Miss LOSSER did 
not lose her expression of bland vacuity, 
nor did she smile a glad welcome. 

“T never heard anyone talk so beauti- 
fully before," she said raptly. 

“That’s because you're a newcomer. 
Uncle has dangled that line under the nose 
of every woman in the state between the 
ages of eight and eighty. Haven’t you, 
darling? Wicked old Don Juan. And now, 
if you've run out of horses and guitars and 
oases and moons for the evening, I think 
we'd better go home." 

* Don't want to go home." 

“Nevertheless, home is where the heart 
is. You mustn't believe a word he says, 
Miss Losser. Once there was a woman 
who took him seriously." 

"Yes?" said Miss Losser with rising 
inflection. 

Uncle Beau got to his feet and assumed 
a pose which, to him, personified youth and 
golden romance, and enchanting illusion 
and mysterious glamour. 

“I shall always remember this hour,” 
he said. 

"Exactly twelve-eleven," said Potter. 
“Makea note, Uncle Beau. You're always 
at your best just eleven minutes after the 
hour." 

They passed into the ballroom, Uncle 
Beau lagging and sulky, Miss Losser ex- 
pressionless, Potter positively beaming. 
Bangs Kemble and Abner Seward raced to 
reach her first and it was a dead heat. 

“My dance!” both of them said. 

Potter eyed them and smiled an intro- 
spective sort of smile. 


Boru wrong,” she 
said. “I’m taking Uncle Beau home so he 
can sing tenor in his shower. If you like 
you may all stand outside on the sidewalk 
and listen.” 

“How about golf tomorrow?” asked 


Bangs. 

"Im all dated up with the police 
force," said Potter. 

“What!” exclaimed Bangs, and Potter 
looked at him quickly, for there was some- 
thing arresting in his tone. There was also 
something i in his eyes she could not read 
and in the lines which appeared suddenly 
upon his face. For some reason she pho- 
tographed that expression upon her mem- 
ory, because she was conscious of wishing 
to study it. For the first time Bangs be- 
came a person to her and not merely a 
young man who played excellent golf. 

"You've no idea how chummy I am 
with the forces of law and order,” she 
said. “I’m golfing with the commissioner.” 
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“Oh,” said Bangs, and his face relaxed 
and that interesting expression disap- 
peared. Instantly he became quite an- 
other person, a young, careless, not 
exceptionally intelligent youth without 
such significance. 

But, said Potter to herself, that expres- 
sion had told another story. Among other 
things it told her that Bangs Kemble might 
in certain circumstances be a young man 
of stern and even dangerous quality. 


XM. Because he was a 
very old friend of the family Abner Sew- 
ard never thought of ringing doorbells 
when he called informally at the East 
residence—especially before breakfast. So 
now he entered without ceremony, to find 
Potter at breakfast with Uncle Beau. 

“Tam,” he announced from the thresh- 
old, “starting my vacation in style." 

“If you break in somewhere for all of 
your meals," said Potter, "it will be an 
economical holiday." 

"I wallowed in flapjacks half an hour 
ago." He looked at his watch. ‘“Techni- 
cally a vacation can't commence until the 
instant one would start to work. I punch 
the time clock at eight-thirty That is 
four minutes hence. Shall we have 
speeches or open the orgy with a game of 
post office?” 

"Speeches, by all means. I never like 
to be kissed within half an hour of a meal. 
You might kiss uncle, though.” 

Uncle Beau became haughty. “AL ah— 
certain amount of decent respect is—ah— 
should be, you know—um—manifested 

“The working classes,” interrupted 
Potter. “And Abner isn’t a working class. 
He’s a vacation. He doesn’t look like a 
vacation, but he is one. Why are you so 
serious in your lighter moments?” 

“My mind," he said, “is all cluttered 
up with lofty resolutions.” 

"If," said Potter, "you mention mur- 
ders today I shall say whoosh and collapse 
like a toy balloon.” 

“No intention. In the bright lexicon of 
sloth there’s one such word as golf. I’m 
golf-minded. For two weeks I mean to 
devote my unflagging energies tó the 
game. Single-minded is the watchword. 
Golf for golf's sweet sake.” 

“Abner Seward,” exclaimed Potter, 
“have you gave in?” 


I HAVE not gave in, 
neither have I succumbed nor been sub- 
orned. But I've determined to make you 
champion of the universe. It's a life work. 
I've become your manager, and my first 
duty is to win for you the State Woman's 
Amateur Championship just seven days 
from the moment of writing." 

“ By request," she asked ironically, “or 
are you only a volunteer? 

“My aim is to make you state cham- 
pion, and then national champion —and 
then British champion. If they have 
tournaments scattered around the firma- 
ment I'll compel you to win them also." 


“Tt must be something he ate," Potter 
said to her uncle. 
"In order," said ‘Abner “to demon- 


strate to you the relative unimportance 
and insignificance of what the vulgar have 
named with unerring penetration cow- 
pasture pool. I’m going to feed you up on 
golf till the sight of it makes you gag. I’m 
going to make you realize by possession 
that all the championships in the world 
aren’t worth one little gentle, hearty, sym- 
pathetic clasp of the hand of a true friend 
on a rainy day." 

“The effects," said Potter, "of the 
bites of different insects are different. 
This one is novel." 

“You are young," said Abner, “and 
impressionable. Practically you know 
almost nothing. During the campaign 
to follow I expect to concentrate rays of 
light upon your abysmal ignorance." 

Yes, sir," said Potter ominously. 
“Thank you, sir.” 

“And in the end I shall stand with open 

arms waiting to receive and welcome you 
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OU will revel in the ex- 

quisite beauty of Roseville 
Pottery, the soft texture and 
lovely coloring. 












A profusion of adorable 
pieces awaits your selection, for your home or 
as gifts. 









Tall vases for majestic blooms, low bowls 
for pert little flowers, the right jar for the stair- 
way niche, candlesticks to grace the table. 








See this delightful pottery at leading stores. 
Simply fascinating for gifts. Write for free 
booklet, “Pottery”. 








THE ROSEVILLE POTTERY CO., ZANESVILLE, OHIO 
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300 Happy 
Dolls 
for 
300 Little 
Mothers! 




































My name is Precious. With my rubber arms and legs, I 
feel as cuddly and soft as a real baby. And if you pinch 
my knees, I cry for Mamma at once. 


CAN "T you hear the joyous cries on Christ- 
mas morning? ... The excited rapture as 
one of these gorgeous dolls is folded in some lit- 
tle mother’s arms? 

You'll think Santa Claus himself has been shop- 
ping for youwhen you see them. And you may have 
them... easily... without spending any money. 

Shall we tell you how to make one... or both 
of them... yours? Just send a card with your 
name and address to: 


MANAGER OF THE GIRLS’ CLUB 
Box 771, Independence Square, Phila., Pa. 







































I walk and talk too and have the prettiest, 
curly brown bair. But I want a Mamma of 
my own, Won't some little girl adopt me? 












LADIES’ HOME JOURNAL 




























































































Con... WALKS IN BASE... Ade 


MAYWOOD, a bewitching four eyelet tie with 
Feeture Arch comfort. Style 1-9: Sio and up. 















The FLORSHEIM SHOE 













































































































































































Your Boy 


like George Heil of Ilhnois, may earn his 
own spending money, dandy prizes that all 
boys want and secure valuable business 
training in the Curtis Boys’ Club. There 1s 
no obligation in asking for information. 
Just send his name and address to Mr. 
Fren F. Frrcg, Manager of The Subserip- 
tion Division, 
The Curtis Publishing Company 

657 Independence Square, Phila, Penna. 













Helen Christofferson, above, says: "I do not have 
to ask my parents for money for everything I want 
now... since I joined your wonderful Club." 








Money or Prizes 


For Girls 


De. YOU want extra money for Christmas gifts? 
For pretty clothes—to make the holiday fea- 
tivities a merry success? Schoolgirls are earning 
large amounts here every day. Helen Christof. 
ferson earned almost a dollar in ahout ten min- 
ntes! Emily V. says: “I earned $1.50 in less 
than half an hour. So surprisingly easily, too!" 
Others have earned $50.00 and more. Send vour 
age, name and address, and we'll help YOU to 
carn both money and prizes. 


THE JUNIOR GIRLS' CLUB 
774 Independence Square, Phila., Pa. 






























as you rush frantically to me as a sure 
haven of refuge. And then they lived 
happy ever after.” 
Ms away," said Potter, 
with naughty little boys." 
“On the walls of our charming home 
shall be a motto, designed, lettered, framed 
and hung by your own calloused hands 
which shall read, Thank God for a hus- 
band who neither plays nor talks golf.” 


“and play 


Porter,” said Uncle 
Beau ponderously, “is a--er—a splendid 
golfer. She is a—ah—potential champion. 
I am very proud of her game. I am, if I 
may say so, wholly in sympathy with her 
ambitions.” 

“So am I,” said Abner, “until she at- 
tains them. She is a swell golfer because 
accidentally she has a certain physical 
structure and muscular arrangement, and 
an equally accidental coérdination of hand 
and brain. She plays golf well, because, 
by chance, she is so constructed she can’t 
play it badly. It is nothing to be proud 
of any more than it is to be accidentally so 
constructed that you can only play it very 
badly. Champions are freaks. Dubs are 
normal . . . But the tocsin sounds; the 
hour is struck. En avant, mes enfants! To 
the field of glory—and surfeit.” 

“As a lifelong friend,” said Potter, 

“you’re a washout, but to be tolerated 
because traditional. As a suitor you "re just 
plain punk. But as a husband 

“And a father and a grandsire," inter- 
jected Abner, “I win all the cups. Home 
is where the niblick is turned into plow- 
shares. Whom the gods would destroy they 
first make champions." 

Potter got to her feet and looked down 
at them. "I'm going to the club," she 
said. 

“And I,” said Abner. 

“And I,” said Uncle Beau. 

“Must you?” asked Potter. 

“Absolutely,” said Abner. 

Walker stood in the doorway. “Tele- 
phone, Miss Potter?” 

“Who is it?” she asked. 

“Mr, Van Houten, miss.” 

Potter narrowed her eyes. “Tell Mr. 
Van Houten,” she said, “that I have gone 
to Timbuktu and won't be back until ten 
minutes past." And with that she led the 
way out of the house to Abner's car, 
which carried them to the club. 


" 
XIV. Asner was a mana- 
ger; in fact, Potter seemed to have become 
equipped with three managers, or even 
four, if one included Tom Finch, profes- 
sional at the club. And each of the four 
resented bitterly to the point of vindic- 
tiveness the other three. Potter could not 
hit a golf ball without having as critical 
gallery Abner, Uncle Beau and Bangs 
Kemble. Abner was not troublesome on 
the practice tee with advice, because as he 
said frequently, “I thank the gods of my 
forefathers I know nothing about this 
game. If I was going to hit a little ball I'd 
stand up and hitit. I wouldn't wiggle and 
waggle and apply quadratics and tell 
myself riddles. I'd just sock it on its little 
after end.” 

But the hours when she was neither 
practicing nor playing were the worst. 
Abner meddled. He butted in. He could 
not be got rid of, and he would allow no 
topic of conversation but golf. 

“Singleness of purpose is the watch- 
word," he said. “From now until you're 
champion of the world we talk nothing, 
think nothing, dream nothing but golf." 

Whereupon he would launch into what 
he called skull practice until Potter 
reached a stage of exasperation which was 
close to rage. 

It was on Tuesday morning that Alan- 
son Van Houten strolled across from the 
clubhouse to the practice tee where, for 
once, Potter was alone with Abner. The 
older man offered courteous greetings and 
then, turning to Abner, said, in the manner 
of a man accustomed to deference from 
subordinates, "I wish a few words with 
Miss East.” 
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Abner glanced at Potter, whose face 
had set and whose eyes were alert and ap- 
prehensive, and pretended convincingly 
not to understand the hint. 

“Lots of folks do," he said amiably. 

“Must I be more explicit?" Van 
Houten said impatiently. 

"Not necessarily," said Abner. “It’s 
very tiresome being explicit on a hot 
morning." 

"My young friend," said Van Houten, 
“you are being impertinent.” 

“Not very,” replied Abner gently. 

“Once more," Van Houten said with 
rising temper, “will you leave me with 
Miss East for a few moments?” 

“Never,” said Abner, “try to get rid of 
the chaperon.” He got to his feet lazily 
and stretched and leaned against the sand 
box. ‘‘Now I'll tell you, Mr. Van Houten. 
So we will be all clear and no irritating 
little misunderstandings. The situation is 
this way: I don’t like you. I don’t like 
your hat. I don’t like the way you wear 
either your tie or your nose. I don’t like 
your manners. To put it in a nutshell, I 
don’t like anything about you.” His voice 
was unhurried and placid, and his eyes 
smiled. “I don’t think you should be al- 
lowed to speak to any white woman 
alone—or in a crowd. You come under the 
head of naughty boy with nasty mind, and 
you contaminate all the good children in 
the neighborhood. So please go away now 
and tell improper stories to the old men 
in the locker room.” 


Vain HOUTEN was 
purple with rage and made certain pre- 
liminary threatening gestures, but Abner 
waggled his head. “No, no,” he said. 
"I've been making an analysis of you, 
Mr. Van Houten. Lots of men in the 
present circumstances would smack me 
on the nose. But you never do your own 
fighting. You've lost the knack. You do 
your nose smacking vicariously. So un- 
fold the fingers and tiptoe away. Eh?” 

Van Houten spoke through | his teeth to 
Potter, “Send this young spriggins away 
before I hurt him.” 

“The matter,” said Potter, “ 
be between you and him.” 

“You have not forgotten our last con- 
vertion,” he said significantly. 

“Do you think it wise to treat me in 
this manner?" 

Here Abner interjected himself. “That 
question seems to savor of a threat, and 
gentlemen do not threaten ladies in the 
upper circles. Do go away before I have 
to make you all lumpy.” 

“Tf,” said Van Houten, “ you don’t send 
this young whippersnapper away and give 
me a few moments of your time, I shall be 
compelled to take the step I indicated.” 

Abner advanced a step and tapped Van 
Houten on the broad chest. “Has it oc- 
curred to you," he asked, “that you are 
not particularly safe at the moment? ” 

“From you?” demanded Van Houten. 

“Oh, no. Far from it. I mean shooting. 
With a gun. I don't shoot. When exas- 
perated past endurance I sometimes hit, 
but I never shoot. Bodies lying around 
make so much nuisance for everybody." 

“Abner!” exclaimed Potter. 


seems to 


He SHOOK his head 
at her and smiled. “What I am getting 
at," he said, “is that if Mr. Van Houten 
isn’t vastly circumspect there will be fu- 
neral orations which he will not hear." 

“Meaning what?” 

“I’m merely trying to make it nice for 
everybody," said Abner. “Especially for 
you. You see you don't really know why 
Tanis Hammer was shot in the back over 
yonder, and that changes the complexion 
of everything." 

“Do you? » 

“Tm guessing, and all my friends say 
Tmaswellguesser. He was killed to pre- 
vent his telling Uncle Beau something 
that would have spilled the beans. Fear 


(Continued on Page 132) 
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THEY WON’T KNOW —ÉTHEY WON'T CARE 


HOW LITTLE YOU SPEND IF YOU GIVE 


(Omri ical Ut seth... 


Ir 1ooxs Like a bang-up big Christmas—at least 
for those wise, wise persons who know how to 
be at once jolly and generous and thrifty. This 
year, it’s distinctly smart to be sensible—and 
since Cannon towels are fashion’s first cousins, 
the new arrivals are practical to the last thread, 
practical but not plain. Everything that wears 
the Cannon label swings “way low in cost. 
Everything is made for work and wear. And 
still, Cannon styling swings higher—for who's 





C A N N 


blind to sweeter color and neater design if 
somehow they stay inside the given figure! 
There are apt new fascinators for every one 
of your friends—florals bold and florals prim— 
stripe effects, striking or soft—all-over designs 
both classic and modern—lively toy-time pat- 
terns for youngsters. Even the textures are 
suited to all subjects; grading from smooth, 
soft dryers for silk-skins to deep, shaggy rubbers 
for hard-shelled males. . . . So, get out your list 


O N T 





of the lucky ones now, add up your magnified 
pennies and see how much good your gifting 
can do when you're really Cannon-wise. . . . 
Cannon Mills, Inc., 70 Worth St., New York. 


Direct Hits — Smart Cannon Bath Sets — $2 to $5 


The new sets contam matching towels, wash cloths and bath 
mats—tied with ribbons and wrapped in sparkling Cellophane. 
Any good store will show you a gay array of all-over designs 
in pure, clear pastel shades, Extras may be bought singly, as low 
as 39c each... . There are Cannon gift towels for every person 
you know, from all-white styles to all-bright. Whenever you buy, 
whatever you pay, the Cannon label means most-for-the-money. 


DOG 





. SO KIND! 
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for any BRILLO 


fails to clean. 


100,000,000 times 
with never a comeback. 


Doaway with old-fashioned 
rags, brushes, powders 
and let Brillo, the modern 
cleanser, do your work. 
Only Brillo gives you 
scouring pads and polish- 
ing soap which, together, 
make every cleaning job 
easier, quicker, cheaper. 


ino 


OPERATION 


BRILLO 


Cleans -Scour -Polishes 


Unequalled for aluminum, pots, 
pans,stoves, glassware, enamelware, 
linoleum, etc, No rags—no pow- 
ders. At Woolworth, Kresge, Kress, 
McCrory and all 10c and 25c stores; 
department, hardware,grocerystores. 
Brillo Mfg. Co., Inc., Brooklyn, N.Y. 



















HE finest cold 
cuts are more de- 
licious when you use 
French's Prepared 
Mustard. 

French's is so much 
better hecause it's 
**creamed'' hy a spe- 
cial process that 
brings out all the 
goodness of each 
choice ingredient. 
Just try it! 











FREE RECIPE CARDS: 


Mail coupon for free rectpe cards. New 
set every month. The R. T. French Com- 
pany, 1072 Mustard St., Rocheéater, N. Y. 
Name. 
Address... — 


Ciy— — — — State. 








ALSO OBTAINABLE IN CANADA 
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did it. Somebody shot to save his own 
bacon.” 

“Go on,” said Van Houten. 

“You can’t punish a man a bit more for 
ten murders than you can for one. After 
the first one the rest are clear velvet. 
Ever think of that? And what I am get- 
ting at is that you would positively hate 
being the second in the series—which you 
may be if you get to wiggling around too 
heartily. 

“Me! Young man, you're crazy." He 
paused and frowned at Abner. “ What do 
you know about this anyhow?” 

“T know that there is a killer browsing 
about who doesn't want to get caught at 
it. And you are his chief danger. If you 
go taking funny steps he'll get all hot and 
bothered, and you'll go solving the great 
riddle. This is by way of warning you 
that you'd better give up polite blackmail 
and leave Uncle Beau East alone.” 

Potter gasped. 

"Now scoot," said Abner, "and if I 
were you I wouldn't stop this side of 
Australia." 

Van Houten stood silent and frowning. 
Presently he spoke. “If what you say is 
true," he said, "and if you are so well 
informed, I'm quite sure I shouldn't care 
to be you, young man." 

“I,” said Abner, “am just vain enough 
to like it.” 


For an instant Van 
Houten hesitated, then he turned on his 
heel and strode toward the clubhouse. 
Abner lifted his brows. Potter stared at 
him bewildered. 

“What are you saying, Abner?” she 
asked, 

“I was answering guile with guile, And 
I didn’t like the idea of having my future 
wife threatened by that octopus. I’ve 
given him something to think about too." 

"What have you been doing? What 
have you found out?” 

“Not nearly enough," said Abner. 

“Who shot Tanis Hammer? Do you 
know?" 

“Tm getting warm," said Abner. “I’ve 
got it narrowed down. One of two people. 
It's got to be. Either Uncle Beau did it 
in the throes of a brainstorm, or the other 
fellow did." 

“What other fellow?” 

“There,” said Abner, “is the hitch. I 
haven’t been able to identify him yet.” 

Potter bit her lip. “Suppose he finds 
out you are trying to identify him?” 

“Probably he will," said Abner, “but 
he won't get in a stew until he sees I'm 
likely to do it." 

“And then?" asked Potter. 

“Why, then it'll be a sort of race to see 
if I land him before he pops me, or if he 
pops me before I land him. And as I said 
before, we may all be wrong about it, and 
Uncle Beau i is the gunman.’ 

“He isn’t.” 

“Agreed,” said Abner. “Now hit golf 
balls. The intermission is over.” 


Bor the intermission 
was niot over, for a caddy came running 
from the shop with a message. “Mr. 
Forest wants to see you in the clubhouse,” 
said, the boy. 

Potter frowned, 
asked anxiously. 

“Let’s go see," said Abner, so, leaving 
balls and clubs, they hurried across to the 
lounge, where Walker Forest walked up 
and down with much-disturbed face. 

"Potter," he asked, “did you drive 
your, uncle’s roadster out here this morn- 
ing?" 

“Yes. Why?" 

“T’ve got to look it over," said the com- 
missioner. "I came out to do it myself in 
case the information was a canard. It is 
on the parking space?” 

“Yes,” said Potter. 

“Then we'll go together," said Forest, 
and led the way out of the house and 
down the driveway to Uncle Beau's car, a 
gorgeous yellow roadster. 


"Now what?" she 


The police commissioner opened the 
right-hand door and unbuttoned the flap 
of the pocket. From it he drew a handful 
of waste, a couple of rumpled road maps, 
and then something heavier, something 
that caused Potter to stand rigid and 
staring. It was a revolver, and Forest 
snapped it open as she watched. He 
showed her the cylinder with cartridge 
heads exposed. 

“One fired," he said shortly. 

“But—but —— 

"Im sorry, Potter," he said gently. 
“We've the bullet that killed Hammer. 
If the experts prove it was fired from this 


“Yes?” 
“Then,” he said regretfully, “we'll 
have to take action.” 
“You mean arrest Uncle Beau?” 
“This has forced my hand,” he said. 


XY Asner SEWARD 
laid his hand on the commissioner’s arm 
and shook his head vigorously. ''Let's 
read what isn’t printed on the back,” he 
said. “Personally I think this gun is grand 
evidence of Uncle Beau’s innocence." 

"I'm listening," said Mr. Forest. 

“Handle it pretty carefully," said Ab- 
ner. “When you get to headquarters ex- 
amine it for fingerprints. If I'm right and 
there aren't any of those detective's de- 
lights on the weapon, then what do we 
deduce?” 

“What?” 

“That they were wiped off," said Abner. 

“Exactly what one would expect.” 

“Not of a careless man, inexperienced 
in crime. Not of a very frightened oldish 


-person who shot a man in a paroxysm of 


fear. Not at all. He would either throw 
the gun away on the spot, where it would 
be found with whorls and doodads all over 
it to identify his hands, or he would rush 
off and throw it in theriver. But he would 
not wipe it clean and then put it in so silly 
a place as his automobile." 

“A point," agreed the commissioner. 

“But,” said Abner, “if some third per- 
son seeking the services of a fall guy, and 
finding Uncle Beau begging for the job, 
put this gun here, what? Certainly he 
would wipe it clean. Having wiped it of 
his own fingerprints he would have no 
way to substitute Uncle Beau's. To my 
feeble mind we demonstrate that Uncle 
Beau never saw the gun." 


Ir WAS apparent to 
Abner, to Potter, that Mr. Forest would 
welcome any argument, any evidence 
which would permit him to keep hands 
off Uncle Beau, and Abner hammered in 
his logic. 

“Now, then," he said, “if Uncle Beau 
shot that man and rushed off with his gun, 
no outsider would have a chance to see 
where he put it. I guess that Uncle Beau 
made tracks from that spot as fast as his 
little legs would carry him, and then drove 
his car like all git-out. But some outsider 
knew the gun was here and tips off the 
police. We have quite a pot of evidence 
here. First, the tipper-off must have 
known about the shooting, must have seen 
the shooting, must have been present at 
the shooting. Second, he knew where a 
gun was that nobody could know about 
except Uncle Beau. Or this third person 
himself—who shot this man Hammer and 
then planted the gun here to serve Uncle 
Beau to the police on a platter. And be- 
fore you leap, Mr. Commissioner, I pro- 
pose a test.” 

"Test?" 

“A demonstration. Is Uncle Beau at 
home, Potter?" 

“He was when I left.” —. 

“Pile in, everybody,” said Abner. 

So they drove to the East residence, 
where Uncle Beau was visible as they 
drove into the grounds. He was giving 
directions to his gardener. 

on Mr. East,” called Abner. 

Ah, good morning. Good morning. 
The—ah— various shrubs and plants are 
growing nicely, eh? Nicely." 
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(00% Wool and 
Better Wool 


HERE is a vast difference in wool 

and even greater difference in all- 
wool blankets. Lady Seymour blankets 
are the result of 65 years of successful 
manufacturing experience. There is 
a blanket to suit every purpose and 
taste, at prices every woman can afford, 
Look for the Lady Seymour 
lahel. Write for free in- 
teresting hooklet, “The 
Story of Wool.” 


SEYMOUR WOOLEN MES 
Dept. L-121 Seymour, Ind. 





adi Seymour 


ALL WOOL BLANKETS - 
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Here’s a charming yet inexpensive way to say 
“Merry Christmas.” 

Your friends will be delighted with these snug- 
fitting little slip-overs for shoes, TECS neatly 
jacket footwear—prevent it from soiling fresh 
garments en route. Dangling from closet hooks 
TECS protect shoes—keep closets orderly. 
Four new pastel shades—orchid, pink, blue, 
green; also beige and orange, black and silver, 
blue and gold. Size A for women, B for men. 
Pastel shades in size A only. In smart gift box— 
$1.50 for two pairs. 

At the better shops or direct from Knit Goods 
Specialty Co., 


Dept. LH-12, Chicopee Falls, 
ass. 





SMART NEW JACKETS FOR SHOES 


Hotels Need Trained Women 


Nation-wide call for traincd women; all departments 
hotels, clubs, e 
colleges, hospitals and institutions; Ennon dalla fa ld; fine 
living, quick advancement, Write for FREE BOOK, 
“Your Big Opportunity. 
LE EWIE 





apartment hotels, restaurants, schools, 


HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Room DW-597, Washington, D. C. 


THIS COUPON 
MAY BE WORTH 
$100 TO YOU 








THE CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY 
773 Independence Square, Philadelphia, Penna. 
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Rush, without obligation or cost, money-making ! 
plans, explaining how | may make $100 by Christ- į 
mas. i 
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LEMCO 


THE ORIGINAL AND GENUINE 
LIEBIG'S 


Extract of Beef 


For delicious Beef Bouillon, tempting 


cent and ready in a moment, stir a 
quarter teaspoonful of "LEMCO" in 
a cup of hot water. 

A jar of “LEMCO” saves the situa- 
tion when unexpected guests arrive. 


HANDY AND ECONOMICAL 


“LEMCO” adds sustenance and im- 
parts richness of flavor to soups, stews, 
sauces, gravies, fish, 
meats, vegetahles, and 
salads. New and tasty 
dishes can be made 
from leftovers hy add- 
ing a little "LEMCO". 
Sold by all Druggists or Grocers 
For FREE Cook Book address 
Lamont, Corliss & Co., 131 
Hudson Street, New York, 
U. $. Distributors for Oxo 
Limited, London, England. 


ome 
"E n de 


A LITTLE “LEMCO” GOES A LONG WAY 








BS s ANEW ù e 
DATE PUDDING! 


Mix in top of double boiler 114 
cups brown sugar and }§ cup corn 
starch. Slowly add 2 cups scalded 
milk. Cook over hot water until 
mixture thickens, stirring con- 
stantly, then leave over hot water 
15 minutes, stirring occasionally. 
Remove and add 14 teaspoon of 
Mapleine, 3 egg whites beaten stiff, 
34 teaspoon salt, 14 cup chopped 
dates. Mold, chill and serve with 


soft custard flavored with X teaspoon 
Mapleine. Many other dishes are wonder- 
fully improved by a little Ma apleine. 200 
recipes in ‘Mapleme Cookery,” FRERE upon 
request. Buy Mapleine, at your grocers’. 
Crescent Manufacturing Co., Dept. 47, 
Seattle, Washington. 
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MAPLEINE 


Meat Savor 


Syrup Maker - 
v 


Flavoring » 


AT THANKSGIVING 


BELL'S 
SEASONING 


L2 eq Write for free booklet contain- 
y if ing msny new recipes. Ad- 
À dress Wm. G. Bell Co., Dept. 


K B-1,189 State St., Boston, Mass. 
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BABY sarerv 


WRITE TODAY for gle Rug protection. ‘Accept no substitute. 
“Controlling Cover Look forthe genuine Snuggle Rug label. 


Kicking Kiddies,” 8 Satisfaction guaranteed. Priced. 


gle Rugs and the enb- wear stores. 


Tn car, carriage or crib, give baby Snug- 


as low as 
new folder on Snug- $3 00. Atleadingdepartment and infant's 
Write for interesting folder. 
cover, SnuzgieBunny. Snuggle Rug Co., 1216 N. 7th St, Goshen, Ind. 


SNUGGLE RUG 
A. 5 2 a e 





Maternity 
Style Book Fra. 


MEER: apparel with no 
maternity look. Dresses,coats, 
corsets, underwear. Clever design- 
ing provides araple expansion and 
conceals condition Also gpparel 
for baby. Style Book sent F. 


LANE BRYANT 
Address Dept, 51 
Fifth Ave. at 39th St., New York 










LADIES' HOME JOURNAL 


“Come over here and leave the shrubs 
alone," said Potter. And then to Abner: 
“Do your stuff, Ab, if you've got any 
to do.” 

“Mr. East," said Abner, “we've been 
arguing about the best way to get to New 
Lisbon, and Potter says you've a road 
map. May we see it?" 

“Road map. Road map. To be sure I 
have a road map. I always have road 
maps. Now let me see. Road maps! 
Drove through New Lisbon about a week 
ago. Now what did I do with that road 
map?" 

“He gave it to a poor tenant to thatch 
his cottage,” said Potter. 

“Absurd. Ridiculous. Nothing of the 
sort. I consulted it. I always consult 
maps—and then—er—arrive at the wrong 
destination. I—ah—consulted that map 
and then—why, good morning, Walker. 
Didn’t see you at first. I trust your ad- 
ministration is—er—proving—um—satis- 
factory. Map. Map. Why, my dear, I 
stuffed it in the pocket in the door. You 
had it all the time. Right in the car, there. 
Right-hand door. Two or three maps. 
That door right beside you, Forest.” 

“This one?” asked the commissioner, 
scrutinizing Uncle Beau’s face. 

“To be sure. Help yourself. De- 


lighted —ah—to be of service.” 


Hz TURNED, uncon- 
cerned, to watch the gardener as the 
commissioner opened the flap and thrust 
his hand into the pocket where the re- 
volver had been 
found: It was obvi- 
ous that Uncle 
Beau had no terrors . 
concerning that 
pocket— either that 
or he was a superb 
actor. 


here?” asked the 
commissioner. 
"Wouldn't know 
that? Why? Oh, 
yes, Ido. Waste, a 


ance, but 


Got grease on my 
fingers last evening 
and looked every- 
where in the car 
for waste. There 
wasn’t any. So I 
got some in the 
garage and put it 
there—er—in case 


to fiction. 


Own 


A “Twelve Si tar” 
Git 
“What else is in T NOT onl 
happy holiday appear- 
"encores " 


month in the 
every friend to whom you 


send a Journ AL gift sub- 
handful of waste. nn is due to receive 


twelve hrilliant numbers of 
a magazine that touches her 
every interest from fashions 


Andeach of those monthly 
ee will he a warm, 
g reminder of your 
riendship—and of you, 


“With whom?” asked Abner quickly. 
“Bangs Kemble,” said Potter sweetly. 
They drove back to the club, where 
Walker Forest changed to his own car. 
“Am I dismissed?” asked Abner. 
“No. Lunch with us.” 
“And listen to that superman talk about 
backswings? Not on this bright day.” 
“Please,” said Potter. 


Thank you—no. I’m 
going somewhere to be alone. All alone. 
Where the word ‘golf’ never has been 
mentioned. I’ve had quite all I can bear 
for an hour or two.” 

“You're angry,” said Potter. 

“No—bored.” He got out of the car. 

“Abner,” said Potter. 

“Yes, ma'am." He turned to listen. 

“Thank you," she said gravely. 

“For what?” 

“For getting Uncle Abner out of this 
last mess. You did a job. You thought 
quickly. I—please lunch with me.” 

“Ts it supposed to be a reward?” 

* Don't be nasty.” 

“T feel an irresistible urge to be nasty. 
Briefly and succinctly, I'm jealous, and 
I don't care who knows it. Not seriously 
and to the point of alarm, because I know 
you couldn't marry a sleek-haired, ani- 
mated golf pill pounder. But to the point 
of exasperation. Your gentleman friend 
would spoil a very promising appetite for 
ham and eggs, which I shall eat in the 
privacy of the men's grill. After which I 
Shall buy three new golf balls and hack 
them to pieces with 
a hatchet.” 

. “You,” said Pot- 
ter, in the conver- 
sational forms of 
her childhood, 
“give me a pain.” 

Abner strode 
away without turn- 
ing his head, and 
Potter, her cheeks 
flushed now and 
rosy with resent- 
ment, marched 
across the parking 
space with firm res- 
olution never again 
in her life to speak 
tohim. With which 
resolution firmly in 
mind she was more 
cordial than usual 
in her greetings to 
Bangs Kemble, who 


makes a 


ee 
year! For 





of future emergen- 
cies." 

*Do I understand you searched this 
pocket last night?” 

“T absolutely scraped it clean looking 
for waste." 

“And you found nothing there?” 

* Nothing but maps and a wrench." 

Abner clucked and smiled at the com- 
missioner. *' Try that on your pipe organ,” 
he said. “Have I demonstrated? Do we 
write Q. E. D.?" 

“But it's no evidence for a jury,” said 
Mr. Forest. 

“Tm not so sure of that. But it's evi- 
dence enough for any man with eyes— and 
it's evidence that gun was planted there 
between midnight last night and the mo- 
ment you found it. By whont? Not, by. 
Uncle Beau. Your case falls." 

"Oh, it does. It does, doesn't it, Mr. 
Forest?” Potter's voice was vibrant. 

“T am very glad, very glad indeed, to 
agree with you, Potter." 

“And you won't arrest uncle?” 


Deciwepty not." 

Then his face clouded. “But we can't 
accept this as proof of innocence. Not 
yet. The gun, we must admit, was a plant, 
but beyond that we cannot go.” 

“But we can go back to the club, can't 
we?” asked Potter. 

““Take me back," said the commissioner, 
“and TIl pick up my car." 

“And I,” said Potter, “shall lunch and 
then play a round of golf.” 





awaited her on the 
practice green. 

“Putt a while?” asked Bangs. 

“Ten cents a hole,” challenged Potter. 

“Tf your putting holds up,” said Bangs, 

“you ought to go through that field next 
week like —— 

“Go ahead. I love similes.” 

“Like a bullet through a pine plank,” 
he said: 


Nor what I expected 
at all. You might have said, like a knife 
through butter, or like a rat through a 
knot hole—or almost anything beautiful. 
But, somehow, one doesn't associate you 
with bullets.” 

He smiled and bent over his putt, and 
the wind, which was brisk, tugged at his 
loose, tweed sports coat, filling it as a sail 
is filled so that it stood out from his chest. 
And Potter, standing above him, glanced 
down. It was a casual glance, but it be- 
came fixed and staring. For her eyes had 
seen within that distended coat to his left 
armpit, and there, tight to his body in a 
sort of harness, she saw the grim, ugly 
butt of an automatic pistol. 

He made his putt. 

"But on second thought," she said, 
“and upon wider acquaintance, one some- 
times revises first impressions.” 

“T hope for the better in my case.” 

“Well,” she replied, “you become more 
interesting second by second. I think I 
shall cultivate you.” 


(To be Concluded) 
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NunsiNG BOTTLES 
safeguard Baby’s feedings 


Never let your baby cry with 

F hunger for a bottle that has 
cracked and broken in steriliz- 
ing or in heating. 

Use Pyrex Nursing Bottles to protect 
your baby from the danger of interrupted 
feeding schedules. 

These bottles are recommended by 
doctors all over the country. For you can 
plunge them, ice-cold, into boiling water 
. . or stand them, piping hot, under cold 
running water... with minimum danger 
of breakage. 

"They're easy to hold... easy to clean... 
ahd easy to use. Two sizes, the standard 8-oz. 
with narrow neck or wide mouth at 25¢, and 
the new 4-oz. with narrow neck at 15€. 


“PVREX “isa trade-mark and indicates manu- 
d by Corning Glass Works, Corning, 

V., manufacturers of Pyrex Ovenware, 
pref slightly higher in the West and Canada. 
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SPARKLANG 
7 j,Itolioay Spirit 


An inviting aroma 
greets you—a festive 
flavor lingers in each 
alluring cupful of 
Parke's Tea. No bev- 
erage compares to it 
in radiating the true 
spirit of thanksgiving 
and good-will. Serve 
Parke’s Tea for 
cheerful, satisfying 
refreshment. 

























Used by Institutions, Ho- 
tels, Restaurants, Hospitals, 
Clubs, and Tea Rooms. Al- 
ways ask for Gold Camel. 


SEND COUPON 
A for a Gold Camel 
SA Cover-Holder with 
Drop-Catcher. 


) A 





L. H. PARKE CO., | 

1132 N. Front St., Phila., Pa. 
Send me prepaid a Cover- 
Holder with Drop- 
Catcher, and a box of ro 
Gold Camel Tea Balls. 
enclose 25c. 








PARKE -H 
GOLD CAMEL 


TEA BALLS 
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NovEMBER has a history all its own. And 
most of it is football Then the old 
grads feel like undergrads, and all the 
highways on a Saturday lead to the 
stadiums. 

And Canada Dry seems to sparkle 
even more gaily in tune with the nip in 
the weather . . . to become more wel- 
come because of the stirring times .. . 
and reflects in its own amber hue the 
debonair spirit of these brave events. 

Certainly no celebration could be 
without this Champagne of Ginger 
Ales . . . and seem complete. For it’s 
most of all when you're having a good 
time...in moments of relaxation and 
gaiety ... that you want Canada Dry. 


Now Priced for the Thrifty 


And now that the price of this fine 
old ginger ale is so low, it appeals to 
your more serious moments, too, when 
you stop to count your pennies. For 
there never was a greater value in 
ginger ales. Today The Champagne of 
Ginger Ales is just as much the favor- 
ite of the thrifty as it is the constant 
choice of connoisseurs. 

Make sure you have an ample supply 
of Canada Dry. In most cities it now 
comes in two sizes—tbe new large size 
and the familiar twelve-ounce bottle. 


THE CHAMPAGNE 
OF GINGER ALES 


oo eee mon CHANADA DRY 
Little sandwiches shaped like footballs to satisfy an appetite 


made large by an afternoon in the open air... olives stuffed Reg, U. S. Pat, Off. 
with anchovies, pimientos, almonds, and pearl onions to help A NEW LARGE SIZE « A NEW LOW PR ICE 
work up another appetite for dinner . . . some caviar and 

canapés . . . and above all, cool, sparkling glasses of Canada 

Dry to take the huskiness out of your throat and to refresh and 

exhilarate you. Make the ice cubes of frozen ginger ale, too, so 

you won't dilute the flavor. Let your guests help themselves. 

—Originated by Ina BarLEY ALLEN, President National Radio 

Home Makers Club. Q 1931 
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Christmas-gift urappings. Courtesy Dennison 
Manufacturing Company. 


HRISTMAS EVE and breakfast on Christmas morn- 
ing have always seemed two specially lovely times of 
the Christmas season to me. They are essentially 
hours for knitting family ties very closely, and that 

alone—in these days of hectic, too-crowded living —would 
make them important. 

But you simply must build your Christmas around a child, 
or children, to get the most out of it, even if you have to 
borrow some—nieces, nephews, cousins or a neighbor's ex- 
cited youngsters from over the way. 

Plan at least one children's party for the holidays. You 
will enjoy it as much as your eager little guests. 


A Novel Christmas Eve 


KNOW a delightful older woman with no chil- 

dren of her own who always gives a Christmas 
Eve party for the children of all the young 
couples in her neighborhood. 

This enables the fathers and mothers to 
trim their own trees, fill stockings, wrap 
packages and generally prepare—in a 
peaceful and leisurely manner —for the 
excitements of the morrow. 

The feature, however, of this 
Christmas Eve party is that it is 
given for Santa Claus himself— 
surely a topsy-turvy innova- 
tion that—and each smal! 
guest is asked to bring a 
toy (something left over 
from last Christmas 
but still in good " 
condition) which the good saint can pass on the next 
morning to another little boy or girl, in the children's ward 
ofa big city hospital in which their hostess is interested. 

Supper is served immediately upon the guests' arrival — 
supper at small tables-for-four, each gay with Christmas 
lights, crépe-paper tablecloth and napkins in Yuletide de- 
Sign, and snapping Christmas mottoes at every place, in 
which are hidden tiny toys as favors for the youthful guests 
to take home. 

After supper they all adjourn to the big living room, where 
a small, bushy Christmas tree, about four feet in height, is 
waiting to be decorated. Boxes of Christmas ornaments, 
tinsel, *icicles," and strings of pop corn and of cranberries 
are piled high on chairs, and the children are allowed to 
carry out their own ideas of decoration, unaided. Half the 
fun lies in doing everything themselves, you know. 
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The three Christmas 

breakfast tables on 

this page set through 

courtesy Strawbridge 
& Clothier 


Next, all the toys brought must be wrapped in the gayest 
of the new, colorful decorative papers, tied with big gauze 
or satin bows and fastened with Christmas seals, ready for 
transportation to the hospital early Christmas morning. 

The third and final event on the evening's program is 
filling long red stockings with oranges, lady apples, ba- 
nanas, nuts, stick candy and Christmas mottoes and, down 
in the very tip of the toe of each stocking, a bright new 
dime wrapped in a twist of red or green tissue paper. 

It’s really a moot question whether my friend or her 
busy guests get most happy excitement from those Christ- 
mas Eves. Not to speak of the sheer bliss that’s carried 



















Many- 


and rainbow- 
ringed chinaand 

glasses in matching 
colors make this break- 
fast table charming for 
allages. The centerpiece is 
a bowl of snapping mottoes. 


M 


il 


over to the next morning and a long white hospital ward 
when that gaudy, overtrimmed tree—yes, of course, the 
children overdo it, but the equally youthful recipients have 
the same taste in quantity decoration, so it all works out 
splendidly—the bulging red stockings and the basketful of 
beribboned packages are wheeled in by a smiling, white- 
capped nurse, substituting for Santa Claus. 


Christmas Breakfast Jab les 


ce will notice that, here on this page, I have had 
photographed for you three different suggestions for the 
family breakfast table on Christmas morning. 

Many people cling to the pretty custom of having all 
the smaller gifts in their Christmas wrappings at the various 

places at the break- 

fast table, so everyone 

can have the fun of see- 

ing what everyone else 
receives. 

This can be elaborated to in- 

clude Christmas mottoes as place 

cards — each motto containing a 

specially prepared jingle of Christ- 

mas wishes and perhaps a gay predic- 

tion for the future, if there is someone 

in your family with a knack 

for that sort of amusing rime- 

making. 

Another suggestion is to 
hide the tiniest packages of 
all under the fruit in the cen- 
ter bowl, and run red or green 
ribbons to the place of each 
one for whom these presents 


Green-and- 
white linen, 
Christmas -red 
goblets, and gay 
china with little red 
village roofs are used 
for this breakfast table. 
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Children will love this gay breakfast table with its orange-and-cream china in peasant design, 
and lung orange-colored sippers to drink their orange or tomato juice from the ringed glasses. 


are intended. Or the centerpiece might be a big bowl of 
red and green mottoes, each with a specially tiny and amus- 
ing gift hidden in it, and a bright length of ribbon confetti 
running from motto to plate. 

Or—again—send each member of the family, and any 
guests staying with you, a Christmas night letter the 
evening before. 

This may contain just Christmas wishes or some gay and 
appropriate little joke that will bring a laugh when it's read 
aloud at breakfast. The telegraph company will deliver them 
Christmas morning on festive holiday blanks, and they can 
be put on the table on top of each napkin or tucked under 
the orange-juice glass. The children will be terribly pleased 
and feel important over receiving their —probably—first 
telegram. Even their elders will appreciate the surprise. 


Cards and. Gifts 


N THE list of selected Hostess booklets at the end of 
this page you will see one called HANDMADE CHRISTMAS 
CARDS, which will interest all of you who like to send your 
friends individual and original greeting cards at this season. 
There are a number of designs, which may be copied 
exactly, or rearranged to combine certain features of several 
designs which happen to please you, thus making your card 
even more your own individual thought. 

And today, perhaps more so than in a long time, fashion 
says we are to be individual in all our ways if we would be 
thoroughly up-to-date. It's a nice fashion too; for, after all, 
it is much more interesting to be our brightest, smartest, 
most distinctive selves than to be one of the “me too” 
copyists that fashion tried to make us all two or three 
seasons ago. 

Naturally enough, speaking of Christmas cards leads us 
on to the even more complicated and serious subject of our 
Christmas-gift lists. 

May I suggest, then, in that connection, that you turn to 
pages 6 and 7, if you haven't already studied them and 
passed them around the family, hoping to catch helpful 
comments. 

They're in natural-color photography, and so we haven't 
had to do much describing—you can see them exactly as 
they'll look in the shops; and if you would like the addresses 
where they can be found, write me as soon as possible and 
I'll be delighted to tell you. 

And how—in the meantime—Merry Christmas to you 
and yours, and all the good things one friend can wish 
another for the coming year! 


Special Hostess Booklets 


HEERFUL BREAKFAST TABLES. Designs and di- 
rections for breakfast-tray and breakfast-table linens. 
Price, 2 cents. 

FALL AND WINTER PARTIES. Suggestions for gay and un- 
usual ways to entertain at luncheon, bridge, and for other 
informal occasions. Price, 2 cents. 

HANDMADE CHRISTMAS CARDS, Several charming Christ- 
mas designs, and three simple processes for making your own 
cards this year. Price, 2 cents. 

NEW WRAPPINGS FOR GIFTS AND PRIzES. Price, 2 cents. 

LAST-MINUTE GIFTS AND PRIZES. Price, 2 cents. 

PARTY REFRESHMENTS MEN ENJOY. Price, 2 cents. 

AFTERNOON-TEA ACCESSORIES. Tempting recipes for 
holiday teas and bridges. Price, 2 cents. 

LAST-MINUTE BRIDGE REFRESHMENTS. New and luscious 
recipes for that spur-of-the-moment party. Price, 2 cents. 
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FOOT-ACHES WERE PUTTING AGE LINES IN MY FACE 





You cant hide hurting feel 
/ found that out from my mirror 


"| had never realized what it wos that 
was making me look so tired... and sa 
much older. 


“Ordinarily my feet didn't hurt me. Yet 
whenever I had ta be on them for any 
length of time they did ache so. 


“It wasn't until one evening ofter a 
dance ... the last dance of the seasan 
ot our Country Club... that | found 
out it was my feet thot were putting 
those lines in my face. | was sitting at 
my boudair table . . . thinking only af 
how my feet were aching . . . when | 
caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. 
l looked positively old. | almast prayed 
that Robert hodn't noticed how much 
older | wos looking. The thought fright- 
ened me. 

“Whot a relief it was ta discover Selby 
Arch Preserver Shaes. They're stun- 
ningly smart... just look at this model 
they call Solace . . . would yau believe 
that shae is scientifically constructed to 
preserve the orches? 


MY 


PRESERVER 


/ SHOE 


© 1931, Selby Shoe Co. 


"You will when you put it on, though." 


There is only ane Arch Preserver Shoe. 
The scientificolly correct features of 
Selby Arch Preserver Shoes ore pat- 
ented ... not duplicoted in any other 
shoe. No cheaper shae affards the 
same comfort. There are dealers every- 
where. Ask to see the new Arch Pre- 
server fashions of Winter. Don't let 
foot-oches age yaur face any morel 


Most styles $8.50 to $12.50 


Selby Arch Preserver Shoes ore sold by Dovison 
Poxon, of Atlonto; LoSolle & Koch Co., of Toledo; 
Burdine’s, of Miomi; ond other leoding stores in 
oll ports of the United Stotes. Write to The Selby 
Shoe Compony, 500 Fifth Avenue, New York, for 
the nome of your neorest deoler. 





SOLACE—A closed throot oxford for street wear, 
especiolly smortbecouse of its Cubon heelondpleos- 
ing trim of twocontrosting leothers—either pot- 
ent, colf or opalescent kid on suede. ILLUSTRATED 


There is only one Arch Preserver Shoe. 
Look for trodemork on sole ond lining. 
Not genuine without it. Mode for 
My SOELA women, misses, ond children by The 
Scaurytne rcotena Selby Shoe Co., Portsmouth, O. 
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Only two am a half... 


but he can dress himse 








Thousands of youngsters proudly manage Talon fas- 
tened clothes unaided three full years before other 


children can dress themselves. eee The hurry and 





confusion of "time to go to school” is gone when ; 
children are made self-reliant. e e e To have a child able 
to get in and out of coat, leggings and galoshes a 
dozen times a day without bothering mother is a real 
help. e + e Even at the sleepy, trying hour of bedtime 
children remove for themselves the clothes they put 
on so easily in the morning—the suits Talon sealed 
up the front—the Talon fastened shoes they hadn’t 
had to touch all day—proud of being able to do so 
alone. e e « Teach your children self-help, and take a 
well-earned rest from the button box, and from the 
drudgery of daily dressing. eee Look for Talon 
Slide Fasteners on the next children’s clothes you 
buy. e e e Talon on the pull-tab or slider will assure 
you the rust proof fastener that laughs at laun- 


dries—that never sticks or jams—that always works. 





© Left—Galoshes sealed snug and 
wweather-tight with a Talon Shde 
Fastener, Children can easily put 
them on unaided. Lord & Taylor, 
New York, 


€ Center — Boy's Jersey Play Suit. 
Concealed Talon makes blouse easy 
te slip over the head, Best & 
Company, New York. 





























9 Right —Youngster’s Ski Sut— 
miniature copy of adult model with 
bloused trousers, Talon at waist and wem 
front of jacket, Filene’s, Boston, — 





HOOKLESS FASTENER COMPANY, MEADVILLE, PENNSYLVANIA * NEW YORK * BOSTON + PHILADELPHIA * CHICAGO * LOS ANGELES * SAN FRANCISCO + SEATTLE 


TALON 


REG» Us Se PAT. OFF» 
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I never go to bed 
without It 


Dw you ever get your mouth 
so gloriously clean you can almost 
taste the freshness of the air? 

"Not a fleeting sensation that is 
only momentary, but a satisfying and 
lasting cleanliness. A mouth even a 
surgeon calls clean. So alkaline and 
sweet that the breath is like new- 
mown hay. So free from acid your 
teeth and gums feel slippery to the 
tongue, 

“Of course I brush my teeth! But I'd 
rather go without a tooth-brush than 
miss my daily alkaline rinse. Every 
night I pour out about a tablespoon of 
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia and slosh 
it back and forth in my mouth until 
it's gone. I don't even use any water. 
Just the pure emulsion. I force it 
between the teeth with my tongue, 


























and work it all around the gums. 

"Look in my mouth. My teeth are 
white, as you've remarked. And I 
smoke a lot. See my tongue. It will be 
just as pink in the morning, and I used 
to have to scrub it clean. People who 
don't know this use of Phillips' Milk 
of Magnesia just think their mouths 
are clean.” 

Dentists arc urging this scientific 
protection from acid-mouth. And when 
you adopt the suggestion your dentist 
knows it on your next visit! You may 


. go three or four years without a single 


new cavity when you alkalinize your 
mouth in this manner and neutralize 
the acid that cats the enamel. 

Get the genuine preparation that is 
used in prescriptions and endorsed by 
doctors. Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia. 


i 


Maple desk, table, leather armchair, lamp with 
parchment shade. From W. & J. Sloane. 
Leather box with colored chips; china tobacco jar; 
table lighter; set of lighter and pencil ın one case 
From Alfred Dunhill of London, Inc. 


Pocket tool kit in leather case; “Desmar” bridge 
board. From Hammacher Schlemmer & Co., Inc. 
Cigarette jar with ash trays. From Ovington's. 

Four golf tees in a pin; china deodorizer; leather cig- 
arette case with matching bill fold, folding leather 
backgammon set; chromium-plated clock; leather 


Cigarette box; aluminum playing cards for out-of- 
doors From Abercrombie & Fitch Co. 


FOR THE CHILDREN 


(Two blocks at lower right of page 7.) Knitted skiing 
suit with matching cap and mittens; woolly scarf 
and matching cap. From Best & Co. 


Hlaswers to Christmas Puzzles 


(Continued from Page 7) 
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Plaid bath robe of flannel with silk crépe collar and 
cuffs. From Saks Fifth Avenue. 


Pirate fancy-dress costume with leggings and hat 
From Schwartz & Co. 


Flowered hooked fuge rom Jas. McCutcheon 
o. 










Wooden blocks in cart; letters of the alphabet to 
hang on a wall. From R. H. Macy & Co. 


“Talking Blocks" that squeak; rag doll. 
Best & Co. 





From 







Dolls wardrobe trunk; tovc auplane From 
Schwartz & Co. 


“Musical” plates printed with French songs for 
children. From Hammacher Schlemmer & Co., Inc. 


Navajo doll From Exposition of Indian Tribal 
Arts. Pewter lamp with circus and alphabet shade. 
From W. & J Sloane. 

















ji 
| Tonggak Santa— Dag»ar . 


Christmas Secret — Virginia Dale 
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O one but your physician can give you safe and adequate 
advice about the feedings when your baby needs to have 
milk from a bottle. The matter is too important to baby’s 
life and health for you to take any chance that he will not 
have the best and safest of food, prepared in the best way, 
and given in the right quantities. Only your physician 
can tell you how most surely to accomplish these things 





—and what he grows to be— 
depends to a great extent on 
how well and 
safely he’s fed 
during the first 
year of his life. 
Doctors agree 
that the best 
food for babies during this im- 
portant first year, is the milk 
that nature designed for them— 
their own mothers’ milk. But 
that sometimes fails. And wean- , 
ing time always comes. Then 
you want to know that your 
baby has the very best and 
safest milk that can be had. 


In Case This Happens 


Many physicians are now pre- 
scribing Pet Milk for babies. They 
prescribe it because they know 
its good qualities. But there are many mothers 
who do not know how good it is. For their 
benefit we publish the following facts about 
it—facts which are estab- 
lished by scientific experi- 
ment and proved by the 
careful experience and 
observation of specialists 
in the care of babies. 


1. Pet Milk is always safe 
milk. Sterilized in a seal- 
ed can, it is as surely free 
from harmful germs as if 
there were no such germ 
in the world. 


2. Every drop of Pet Milk 
is uniformly rich in all the 
food elements of whole milk. By scientific 
method it is concentrated to a definite stand- 
ard of richness and tested for food content. 
3. Pet Milk is more easily digested by babies 
than raw or pasteurized or boiled milk. The 
fat globules are broken into tiny particles so 
that the fat is quickly digested. The curds 
that form in the baby’s stomach in the course 


HETHER baby lives and grows 





This fond father is about to 
have his first solemn thought on the 
problem of pure, safe milk. 
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of digestion are as soft and flocculent as those 
which form from human milk. 
4, All of the vitamins which milk can be 







depended upon to supply 
are present in Pet Milk. 
5. Hundreds of babies, fed 
on this milk, 
under the di- 
rection and 
observation 
of specialists, have had excep- 
tional freedom from digestive 
disturbances—have had splendid 
growth—have enjoyed vigorous 
health. 


Your physician will assure you 
that these enumerated qualities 
are essential points of virtue in 
milk for babies. You may con- 
fidently expect rugged health and 
sturdy growth for your baby with Pet Milk 
in his bottle. 


When Bottle Days Are Over 


The same superior qualities which make Pet 
Milk so good for babies, make it excellent 
milk for children to drink. Its sure safety is 
most important. The uniform richness of 


Fat globules—ordinary milk Fat globules—Pet Milk 
One of the reasons why your 
doctor tells you that Pet Milk 
is more readily digestible 





every drop e great importance, too. Pet 
Milk can never be skimmed milk. The fat 
can't be taken out of it. When your children 
drink Pet Milk, you 
know they're free 


from the danger of 
milk-borne disease 
— you know they are 
getting all the milk- 
food substances 
which growing bod- 
ies so much need. 


Let Us Do 
Two Things 
For You 


1. We’ll send you, 
free of charge, our 
booklet about Pet 
Milk for babies. 
There are no for- 
mulas for preparing 
the feedings. Your physician 
will give you that. But it will 
tell you more than we can 
here tell you about this ex- 
traordinary milk. 


2. We'll also send you, free 
of charge, our loose-leaf recipe book contain- 
ing three hundred recipes. It will show you 
how Pet Milk will enable you to give your 
whole family better 
food—and save dollars 
on your milk and 









cream bill. Use coupon 
below to send us your 
name and address. 


an CE D Per Mix Company SS 
1434-L Arcade Building, St. Louis, Missouri 


Please send me, free of charge, 








dress. 


City. tate 
(This offer is limited to residents of Continental U. S.) 


140 







IT WON'T BE 
LONG NOW 


Almost before you know it, he'll 
have so many teeth that it will 
be high time to start brushing 
them. 

'That's one of the important mo- 
ments ih his life—when you begin 
the care of his teeth. Depending 
on how well you do it, you make 
them grow fine and strong—or 
unhealthy and ugly. You influence 
his permanent teeth. You teach 
him habits of the utmost import- 
ance to his appearance, comfort, 
and health. 

You can't be too careful. You 
can't use too good a tooth brush 
and tooth paste. 

Why not start right out 
with Listerine Tooth 
Paste, which so many 
mothers have found ideal 
for their children? Its taste 
makes children love to 
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brush their teeth, instead of rebel- 
ling. It cleans extra-thoroughly, 
without scratching or damaging 
even an infant's teeth. And it costs 
only half as much as many denti- 
frices! 


Cleans Teeth Extra-thoroughly 
And Extra-safely, too 


The makers of Listerine had 40 
years’ experience in oral hygiene 
behind them before they put Lis- 
terine Tooth Paste on the market. 
That made them able to producea 
better tooth paste than ever before. 

But, above all, the excellence of 
this dentifrice is due to a special 





LISTERINE 


TOOTH PASTE 


polishing agent, which sweeps off 
tartar, tobacco stains, and all other 
discolorations, in half the usual 
time. Yet it is too gentle ever to dam- 
age tooth enamel, even a child's. 


Up-to-date Manufacturing 
Saves Money for You 


Many millions responded at once 
to its wonderful effects and its ap- 
pealing taste. To the surprising 
price—25¢ instead of 50¢. They 
switched over to Listerine Tooth 
Paste, and have used it ever since. 
This huge demand permits pro- 
duction on a great, cost-cutting 
scale. And enables us to use the 
most modern, economical methods 
of manufacture. That is why we are 
able to sell you this top-notch tooth 
paste for the rock-bottom price of 
25¢. Lambert Pharmacal Co. 


December, 1931 





X 


Buy six dozen eggs 
with that $3 you save 


Here is a little health suggestion: EAT 
MORE EGGS, 

'The money you save on tooth paste will 
earn you biggest dividends in health and 
happiness, if you buy eggs for the family. 
Physicians and dietetic authorities stress 
the importance of eggs as a valuable food. 
They contain vitamins “a” and "b," as 
well as lecithin, an important substance 
which nourishes nerves and aids growth. 
Eggs blend with all foods and add richness 
to a large variety of dishes, and are of espe- 
cial importance in all diets for invalids, 





LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE..25¢ 


In LIBBY'S Pineapple: 


In LIBBY'S 


Peaches: 


Here's news that will interest every careful 
housewife, especially hostesses—now you can get 
peach halves that are matched! 

Matched forsize and shape, forglowing golden 
color, for delicacy of texture. Full of luscious 
true peach flavor. Carcfully selected for the ut- 
most possible uniformity. 

To get them, insist on Libby's. For Libby 
alone gives you these marvelously matched halves. 

And they cost you not one penny more, In 
spite of the difficulty and expense of matching 
halves like this—and Libby insists on ten exact- 
ing inspections— still these peaches are offered 
you at the same price as ordinary fruit. 

So whenever you serve California Peaches, to 
your family or your guests, be sure to serve 
Libby’s Matched Halves. They’re one of the 
niceties that mark the thoughtful hostess. Just 
ask your grocer for Libby’s. He has them or can 
get them for you easily and quickly. 


RADIO! Tune in for the Libby programs, Wed- 
nesdays, l'hursdays,and Fridays,over the N. B.C. 
networks. 10 A. M. Eastern Time. 





How Grand 


JELLY SERVER 
In the legacy pattern 
$1.50 


SERVING SPOON 
In Her Majesty pattern 
$2.50 


LONG SERVER 
d Sithoygiie pattern 


COMPOTIER 
In the new Her 


Majesty pattern 
oS $7.50 


— 
CANDLESTICKS fi 
In Her Majesty Pattern = 


pair. . $10.00 

















34-PIECE SET OF HER MAJESTY FLATWARE 


In Flarentine Chest, Covers for eight, with 
knives and farks in the smart, new Viande* 
shape $43.00, Ora 26-piece set $33.25 


*Trade-Mark —Knite; U. S. Pat. Applied For. 
Canadian Regis. Granted February 11, 1930. 





NE 
D e ad Christmas is near 


6 OYSTER OR COCKTAIL FORKS 
In Her Majesty pattern. 





6 SALAD FORKS 
In the Ambassador pattern 
$6.00 





6 CREAM SOUP SPOONS 
In the Silhauette pattern 
$6.00 





all the world there’ s nothing lovelier for giving . 
for getting sw than silverware EU quality silverware. Aud 


DOUBLE VEGETABLE DISH 
In the Ambassadar pattern 
$17.50 


prices now are the lowest in years, for 1847 Rogers Bros. 

. Genuine Original Rogers Silverplate. Doesn't that suggest 
the perfect Christmas thought to you and to your budget? 
Look over your list... look over the prices . . . see how much 
you can get... and give... for so little. Most important, it is 


the same finely wrought, deep-lustered silverplate that has been J 


famous for over eighty years. 


Write International Silver Company, 
Meriden, Conn, for Booklet M-28 
“How Much Silver Do I Need?” 


B: 
#3 





3-PIECE TEA SET 


In Her Majesty pattern . , $45.00 


Here are the six patterns which you SERVING TRAY... $20.00 


may choose from in selecting your 1847 
Rogers Bros. Silverplate: 

Ancestral, Legacy, Her Majesty, Silkou- 
ette, Ambassador, Anniversary. 


(CS 


This is the mark of the International Silver 


Company ...a guarantee of silver nobility. 


1847 ROGERS BROS: 


@ I. 8. Co., 1931 


L V E 


P LATE 


A PRODUCT OF THE INTERNATIONAL SILVER COMPANY 


